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EDMUND BURKE. 


DMUND BURKE is the most illustrious 
name in a history of England. 
The exploits of Marlborough are forgotten, as 
Wellington’s will be, while the wisdom and 
genius of Burke live in the memory, and form 
a portion of the virtue and intelligence of the 
British nation and the British race. The reflec- 
tion of this superior power and permanence of 
moral grandeur over that which, at best, is but 
a vulgar renown, justifies the most sanguine 
expectations of humanity. 

t may be said of Burke, as it was said by 
him of another, that “his mind was generous, 
open, sincere; his manners [ne simple, and 
noble; rejecting all sorts of duplicity and dis- 
geiee, as useless to his designs, and odious to 

nature. His understanding was compre- 
hensive, steady, and vigorous, made for the 
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a egy business of the state.... His know- 
edge, in all things which concerned his duty 
was profound. ... He was not more respecta- 
ble on the public scene, than amiable in — 
life.... A husband and a father, the kindest, 
gentlest, most indulgent, he was every thing 
in his family, except what he et up to his 
country. ... An ornament and blessing to the 

in which he lived, his memory will con- 
tinue to be beneficial to mankind, by holding 
forth an example of pure and unaffected virtue, 
most worthy of imitation, to the latest poste- 


n the last of a series of articles by Mrs. 8. 
C. Hall, entitled “ Pilgri to English 
Shrines,” and published in‘the London Art 
Journal, we have an account of a visit to the 
residences and to the grave of Burke, which we 
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reproduce in the following pages, with its in- 
teresting illustrations. 
THE GRAVE OF EDMUND BURKE. 

Tr has been said that we are inclined to over- 
value great men when their graves have been 
long green, or their monuments gray above them, 
but we believe it is only then we estimate them 
as ~~ deserve. Prejudice and falsehood have 
no enduring vitality, and posterity is pace 
anxious to render justice to the mighty dead; we 
dwell upon their actions,—we quote their senti- 
ments and opini 9 dines Uaemn Sheangst Sot 

d keep their memories green 
i of our HOMES; we read to 
our children and friends the written treasures be- 
— to us by the genius and independence of 
great statesmen and orators—the men of lite- 
rature and science—who “have been.” We adorn 
our minds with the poetry of the past, and value 
it, as well we may, as far superior to that of the 
present: we sometimes, by the aid of imagina- 
tion—one of the highest of God’s —— 

great men before us: we hear the deep-tone 
voices and see the ing eyes of some, who, it 
may be, taught kings their duty, or quelled the tu- 
mults of a factious people: we listen to the lay of 
the minstrel, or the orator’s addresses to the as- 
sembly, and our pulses throb and our eyes moisten 
as the eloquence flows—first, as a gentle river, 

until gaining strength in its progress, it swee 
onwards like a torrent, overcoming all that sought 
to iinpede its progress. What a happy power 
this is!—what a glorious a ed time !|—re- 
calling or creating at will!— ing our small 
chamber with the. demigods of + wre i viewing 
them enshrined in their perfections, untainted by 
the world; hearing their exalted sentiments; know- 
ing them as we know a noble statue or a beauti- 
icture, without the taint of age or feebleness, 

or the mildew of decay. 

If these sweet wakening dreams were more fre- 
quent, we should be happier ; P pas and better than 
we are; we should be _ eat out of much base- 
ness—for nothing so purifies and exalts the soul 
as the actual or imaginary companionship of the 
pure and exalted; no man who pamper to cre- 
ate a noble picture would choose an imperfert. 
model; no one who seeks virtue and cherishes 
honor and honorable things, will endure the de- 
gradation of ignoble — or ignoble thoughts ; 
no one ever achieved a great purpose who di 
not plant his standard on high ground. 

A little before the commencement of the pre- 
sent century, England was rich in orators, and 

ts, and men of letters; the times were favora- 
ie to such—events called them forth—and there 
was still a lingering chivalric feeling in our island 
which the utilitarian principles or tastes of the 
present period would now treat with neglect, if 
not contempt. 

The progress of the French Revolution agitated 
Europe; and men wondered if the young Corsi- 
can would ever dare to wield se sceptre wrench- 
ed from the of a murde' ing; people 
were aatieatiy ~ the watch for freak events ; 
great stakes were played for all over Europe, and 
those who desired change were full of hope. It 
was an age to create great men. 

Let us then indulge in visions of those, who, in 
more recent times than we have yet touched upon, 
—save in one or two Prrermaces,—illumed the 
later days of the last century ; and, brightest and 





— of the was the orator, Epmunp 
RKE. Ire! which gave him birth, may well 
be proud of the high-souled and high-gifted man, 
who united in himself all the great qualities which 
command attention in the senate and the world, 
and all the domestic virtues that sanctify home ; 
grasping a knowledge of all things, and yet hav- 
ing that sweet waty with the small things of 
life, which at once ws and secures happiness, 
and, in the end, popularity. 

Epmunp Burke was born on Arran Quay, Dub- 
lin, January the 1st, 1780; his father was an at- 
torney : the name, we believe, was originally spelt 
Bourke. 

The great grandfather of Edmund inherited 
some property in that county which has pro- 
duced so many men of talent—the county of 
Cork ; the family resided in the neighborhood of 
Castletown Roche, four or five miles from Done- 
raile, five or six miles from Mallow—now a rail- 
road station—and nearly the same distance from 
the ruins of Kilcolman Castle, whose every mould- 
ering stone is hallowed by the memcry of the _ 
Spenser and his dear friend, “ the Shepherd of the 
Ocean,” Sir Walter Raleigh. There can be little 
doubt that Edmund—a portion of whose yo 
life was passed in this beautiful locality —inbibed 
much thought, as well as much poetry, from the 
sacred memories which: here accompanied him 
during his wanderings. 

Nothing so thoroughly awakens the sympathy 
of the young as the imaginary presence of the 
good and great amid the scenes where their most 
glorious works were accomplished; the associa- 
tions connected with Kilcolman are so mingled, 
that their contemplation produces a variety of 

ti dmiration for the poem which was 
created within its walls—contemplation of the 
“glorious two” who there spent so much time 
together in harmony and sweet companionship, 
despite the storms which ravaged the country; 
then the awful catastrophe, the burning of the 
castle, and the loss of Spenser’s child in the flames, 
still talked of in the neighborhood, were certain to 
make a deep impression on the imagination of a 
boy whose delicate health prevented his rushi 
into the amusements and society of children of 
his own age. There are plenty of crones in every 
village, and one at least in -every gentleman’s 
house to watch “the master’s children” and pour 





id | legendary lore into their willing ears, accompa- 


nied by snatches of song and fairy tale. All these 
were certain to seize upon such an imagination as 
that of Burke, and lay the foundation of much of 
that high-souled mental poetry—one of his great 
characteristics; indeed, the circumstances of his 
youth were highly favorable to his peculiar tem- 
perament—his delicate constitution rendered him 
naturally — of the beautiful; and the lo- 
cality of the Blackwater, and the time-honored 
ruins of Kilcolman, with its history and traditions, 
nursed, as they were, by the holy quiet of a coun 
try life, had = time to sink into his soul and 
germinate the fruitage which, in after years, at 
tained such rich perfection. 

An old schoolmaster, of the name of O’Halloran, 
was his first teacher ; he “played at learning” at 
the school, long since in ruins; and the Dominie 
used to boast that “no matter how great Master 
Edmund (God bless him) was, HE was the first 
who ever put'a Latin into his hands.” 

Edmund was one of a numerous family ; his 
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mother, who had been a Miss Nagle,* having had 
fourteen or fifteen children, all of whom died 
young, except four—one sister and three bro- 
thers: the sister, Mrs. French, was brought up in 
the faith of her mother, who was a rigid Roman 
Catholic, while the sons were trained in the fa- 
ther’s belief. This, happily, created no unkindness 
between them, for not only were they an affec- 
tionate and a united family, but perfectly charita- 
ble in their opinions, each of the other’s creed. As 
the future statesman grew older, it was considered 
wise to remove him to Dublin for better instruc- 
tion, and he was placed at a school in Smithfield 
kept by a Mr. James Fitzgerald; but, fortunately 
for his strength of body and mind, the reputation 
of an academy in the lovely valley of itore, 
founded in the midst of a colony of Quakers, by a 
member of that most benevolent and intelligent 
society—the well-known Abraham Shackleton— 
was spreading far and wide ; and there the three 
young Burkes were sent in 1741, Edmund being 
then twelve years old. 

He was considered not so much brilliant, as of 
steady application. Here, too, he was remarka- 
ble for quick comprehension, and great stren; 
of memory ; indications which drew forth at first 
the commendation, and as his powers unfolded, 
the warm regard of his master ; under whose pa- 
ternal care the improvement of his health kept 
pace with that of his intellect, and the grateful 
pupil never forgot his obligations: a truly noble 
mind is prone to exaggerate kindnesses received, 
and never detracts from their value; it is only 
the low and the narrow-minded who underrate 
the benefits they have been blessed with at any 
period of their lives. 

In 1743 he entered Trinity College, Dublin, as 
a pensioner. He gained fair honors during his 
residence there, but, like Johnson, Swift, Gold- 
smith, and other eminent men, he did not distin- 
guish himself so as to lead to any speculation as 
to his after greatness, although his elders said he 
was more anxious to acquire knowledge than to 
display it ;—a valuable testimony. His domestic 
life was so pure, his friendships were so firm, his 
habits so completely those of a well-bred, well- 
born Irish GentLEMAN—mingling, as only Irish 
gentlemen can do, the suavity of the French with 
the dignity of English manners—that there is little 
to write about, or speculate upon, beyond his 
public words and 7 Ee 

Like most young men of his time, his first ora- 
tory was exercised at a club, and his first efforts 
as a politician were made in 1749, previous to his 
quitting the Dublin University, in some letters 
against Mr. Henry Brooke, the author of “Gus- 
tavus Vasa.” His determination was the bar, and 
his entry at the Middle Temple bears date April 
23, 1747. His youthful impressions of England 
and its capital are recorded in graceful language 
in his letters to those friends whom he never lost, 
but by death; one passage is as applicable to the 
present as to the past. “I don’t find that genius, 
the ‘rath primrose which forsaken dies, is patron- 
ized by any of the nobility, so that writers of the 
’ first talents are left to the capricious patronage of 
the public.” 

It was the taste of his time to desire, if not so- 
licit patronage. In our opinion literature is de- 


* Sylvanus Spenser, the eldest son of the Poet Spenser, 
aarried Ellen Nagle, elder daughter of David Nagle, Esq., 
ncestor of the lady, who was mother to Edmund Burke. 


graded b ronage, while it is honored by the 
Friendshiy of the good and great. Nothing 1s so 
loathsome in the history of letters as the debased 
dedications which men of mind some years ago 
laid at the feet of the so-styled “patron!” Lite- 
rature in our days has only to assert its own di 
nity, to be true and faithful to the right, to avuid 
ribaldry, and e a noble and brave inde- 
pendence; and then its im to the state, 
as the minister of good, must be acknowledged. 
It is only when forgetful of great eg and 
great power, that literature is open to for 

ten or sneered at. Still the indifference an - 
lishman feels towards genius, even while enjoying 
its fruits, was likely enough to check and chill the 
enthusiasm of Burke and drive him to much mys- 


as to his early lite engagements. One 
of his dunvaiiien tighe Gates his first visit to 
Westminster Abbey, while hopes and ambitions 
quickened his throbbing pulse, and he might have 
been pardoned for wishing for a resting-place in 
the grand mausoleum of England, is remarkable, 
as showing how little he changed, and how com- 
pletely the youth 

“ Was father to the man.” 


“Yet after all, do you know that I would ra- 
ther sleep in the southern corner of a coun 
church-yard than in the tomb of the Capulets ? 
should like, however, that my dust should mingle 
with kindred dust; the g old expression, ‘ fa- 
mily burying-grounds, has something pleasant in 
it, at least to me.” 

This was his last, as it seems to have been his 
first desire; and it has found an echo in many a 
richly dowered heart. 

“ Lay me,” said Allan Cunningham, “where the 
daisies can grow on my grave;” and it is well 
known that Moore— 

“ The poet of all circles,” — 
and, as a poor Irishman once rendered it— 

“ The darlint of his own,” 
has frequently expressed a desire to be buried at 
Sloperton beside his children. 

e future orator found the law, as a. profes- 
sion, alien to his habits and feelings, for at the ex- 
piration of the usual term he was not even called 
to the bar. Some say he desired the professor- 
ship of logic at the University of Glasgow, and 
even stood the contest ; but this has been disputed, 
and if he was rejected, it is matter of congratula- 
tion, that his talents and time were not confined 
to so narrow a sphere. At that period his mind 
was occupied by his theories on the Sublime and 
Beautiful, which were finally condensed and pub- 
lished in the shape of that essay which shenedl the 
world to admiration. 

Mr. Prior says, and with every show of reason, 
“that Mr. Burke’s ambition of being distinguished 
in literature, seems to have been one of his earli- 
est, as it was one of his latest, passions.” His 
first avowed work was “The Vindication of Na- 
tural Society ;” but he wrote a great deal anony- 
mously; and the essay on “The Sublime and 
Beautiful,” triumphant as it was, must have caused 
him great anxiety ; he it before he was 
nineteen, and kept it by him for seven years be- 
fore it was published—a valuable lesson to those 
who rush into print and mistake the desire for 
celebrity, for the power which bestows immor- 





tality. 
The literature which is pursued chiefly in soli- 
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tude, is always the best sort: society, which 
cheers and animates men in most employments, is 
an impediment to an author if really warmed by 
true genius, and impelled by a sacred love of 
truth not to fritter away his thoughts or be tempt- 
ed to incincerity. 

The genius and noble mind of Burke consti- 
tuted him a high priest of literature; the lighter, 
and it might be the more pleasurable enjoyments 
of existence, could not be tasted without interfer- 
ing with his pursuits; but he knew his duty to 
po Be te ale tere For the re- 
sponsibility alone was sufficiently weighty to bend 
a diets’ fame, even when one ts 4 neces- 
sity for laboring to live—but where an object is 
to be attained, ap 10 put forth or pies ey 
God or man to served, the necessity for exer- 
tion always exists, and the great soul must go 
forth on its mission. 

That sooner or later this strife, or love, or duty 
—pursued bravely—must tell upon all even 
covet and enjoy their labor, the experience of the 
past has recorded; and Edmund 
that early period of life, was ordered to try the 
effects we visit to Bath and Bristol, then the 

inci} resort of the invalids of the United 


om. 

At Bath he one malady for another, 
for he became a‘ to Miss Nugent, the daugh- 
ter of his physician, and in a ve 

“ed what, in a worldly point of view, would be 
considered an imprudent marriage, but which se- 
cured the a of his future life; she was a 
Roman Catholic; but, however unfortunate dis- 

“senting creeds are in many instances, in this it 
never disturbed the harmony of their affection. 

She was a woman exactly calculated to create 
happiness ; ing accomplishments, goodness 
of heart, sweetness of disposition and manners, 
veneration for talent, a hopeful spirit to allay her 
husband’s anxieties, wisdom and love to meet his 
ruffled temper, and tenderness to subdue ii ua- 

“lities which made him frequently declare “that 
i care vanished the moment he sheltered be- 
neath his own roof.” 
Edmund Burke became a husband, and also 


continued a lover—and once presented to his lady- | 1 


love, on the anniversary of their marriage, his idea 
of “a perfect wife.”* 


* This as apicture is outlined with so delicate a pencil, 
and colored with such mingled purity and richness of tone, 
that we transcribe a few Doge as much in honor of the 
man who could write, as the woman who eould inspire such 


raise :— 
¥ “The character of —— 2 

“She is handsome, but it is beauty not arising from fea- 
tures, from complexion, or from shape. She has al) three 
in a high degree, but it is not by these she touches a heart ; 
it is all that sweetness of temper, benevolence, innocence, 
and sensibility, which a face can express, that forms her 
beauty. She has a face that just raises your attention at 
first sight ; it grows on you every moment, and you wonder 
it did no more than raise your attention at first. 

“Her eyes have a mild light, but they awe when she 
epee they command like a good man out of office, not 

y authority, but by virtue 
“ Her stature is not tall, she is not made to be the admi- 
ration of every body, but the happiness of one. : 

“ She has all the firmness that does not exclude delicacy 
—she has all the softness that does not imply weakness. * * 

“ Her voice is a soft, low, music, not formed to rule in 
public assemblies, but to charm those who can distinguish 
a company from a crowd: it has this advantage—you must 
come close to her to hear it. ‘ 

“To describe her body, describes her mind; one is the 
transcript of the other; her understanding is not shown in 
the variety of matters it exerts itself on, but in the g 
of the choice she makes. 

“She does not display it so much in saying or doing 


urke, even at| U 


little time form- | tary 





For a considerable time after his marriage 
Burke toiled as a literary man, living at Battersea 
or i oon ede gern Peoples jointly with 
his brother Richard his cousin William a work 
on the Rares 2 Settlements in America,” in 
two volumes, which, according to tradition, brought 
him, or them, only fifty ds! then planning 
Py England” = an abvidgment of the “ History 
of ” 

Struggling, it may be with difficulties brought 
on by his us nature, and which his father’s 
allowance of two hundred a year, and his own in- 
dustry and perseverance could hardly overcome, 
the birth of a son was an additional stimulant to 
exertion, and, in conjunction with Dodsley, he es- 
tablished the Annual Register. This work he 
never acknowl: but his best biographers 
have no doubt of his having brought forth and 
nurtured this useful publication. A hundred 
pounds a volume seems to have been the sum 
paid for this labor; and Burke’s receipts for the 
money were at one time in the possession of Mr. 

t, 


before he obtained a seat in Parliament 
he won the esteem of Doctor Johnson, who bore 
noble testimony to his virtue and talent, and what 
he especially admired, and called, his “affluence 
of conversation.” 

For a time he went to Ireland as private secre- 
to Mr. Hamilton, distinguished from all 
others of his name as “single-speech Hamilton ;” 
but disagreeing with this person, he nobly threw 
up a pension of three hundred a year, because of 
the unreasonable and derogatory claims made 
upon his gratitude by Hamilton, who had pro- 
cured it for him. 

While in Dublin he made acquaintance with 
the genius of the aw] Barry, and though his 
own means were limited, he persuaded him to 
come to England, and received him in his house 
in Queen Anne-street, where he soon procured him 
employment; he already numbered Mr., after- 
wards Sir Joshua, Reynolds amongst his friends; 
and his correspondence with Barry might almost 
be considered a young painter’s manual, so full is 
it of the better parts of taste, wisdom, and know- 


Mr. Burke was then on the threshold of Parlia- 
ment, Lord Verney arranging for his début as 
member for Wendover, in Buckinghamshire, un- 
der the my oye administration ; another star 
was added to ed goon of that brilliant assem- 
bly, and if we —_ it could not be devoted 
to a better purpose to trace his glorious ca- 
reer in the senate; but that is before all who read 
the history of the period, and we prefer to follow 
his footsteps in the under current of private life. 
He was too successful to escape the poisoned 
arrows of envy, or the misrepresentations of the 
disappointed. Certain persons exclaimed against 
his want of consistency, and gave as a reason that 
striking things, as in avoiding such as she ought not to say 
or do.’ . * * . . i 
“ No persons of so few years can know the world better ; 
no person was ever less corrupted hy the knowledge. 
“Her politeness flows rather from a natural di 
to oblige, than from any rules on that subject, and 
never fails to strike those who und d good b 
and those who do not.” “4 . - > 
“She has a steadv and firm mind, which takes no more 
Srom the solidity of the female character, than the solidit 
of marble does from its polish and lustre. She has suc 
virtues as make us value the truly great of our own sex. 


She has all the winning graces that make us love even the 
faults we see in the weak and beautiful in hers.” 


ition 
refore 
— 


mS) 
. 
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at one period he commanded the spirit of liberty 
with which the French Revolution commenced, and 


after a time turned away in horror and disgust 
from a people who made murder a e, and 
converted Paris into a shambles for human flesh. 
But nothing could anently ‘obscure the 
fame of the eloquent Irishman, he continued to 
act with such worthiness, that, despite his schism 
with Charles James Fox, “the people” did him 
the justice to believe, that in his public conduct, | 
he had no one view but the public good. 


He outlived calumny, uniting unto os dili- 
gence, and unto diligence patience, and unto pa- ' 





tience enthusiasm, and to these, deep-hearted en- 
thusiasm, with a knowledge, not only, it would 
seem, of all things, but of such ready application, 
that in illustration or argument his resources were 
boundless; the wisdom of the Ancients was as 
familiar to him as the improved state of modern 

litics, science, and laws; the pea g 0% and 
fogic of the Schools were to him as household 
words, and his memory was gemmed with what- 
ever was most valuable in poetry, history. and 
the arts. 

After much toil, and the la 


of some time, 
purchased a domain in Buc 


he 
inghamshire, called 


GREGORIES. 


“Gregories ;” there, whenever his public duties 
gave him leisure, he oer the re so neces- 
sary to an overtaxed brain; and from Gregories 
some of his most interesting letters are dated.* 
Those addressed to the painter Barry, whom his 
liberality sent to and supported in Rome, are, as we 
have said, replete with art and wisdom; and the 
delicacy of both him and his excellent brother 
Richard, while entreating the rough-hewn genius 
to “gp stem his studies and give them pleasure 
by his improvement, are additional proofs of the 
beautiful union of the brothers, and of their oneness 
of —— and determination that Barry should 
never be cramped by want of means.+ 

After the purchase of Gregoriest Mr. Burke 
had no settled town-house, merely occupying one 
for the season. In one of his letters to , he 
tells him to direct to Charles-street, St. James’s 

uare ; he writes also from Fludyer-street, West- 
minster, and from Gerrard-street, Soho ; but traces 
of his “whereabouts” are next to impossible to 
find. parr was not the only artist who profited 
by Edmund Burke’s liberality. Barret, the land- 


* Our cut exhibits all that now remains of Gregories—a 
few walls and a portion of the old stables. Mrs Burke, be- 
fore her death, sold the mansion to her neighbor, Mr. John 
Du Pré, of Wilton Park. It was destroyed by fire soon af- 
terwards. 

t During Barry’s five years’ residence abroad he earned 
nothing for himself, and received no supplies save from 
Edmund and Richard Burke. 

+ Mr. Prior says in his admirable Life of Burke—“ How 
the money to effect this pure was procured has given 
rise to many surmises and ey a considerable portion 
was his own, the uest of his father and elder brother. 
The Marquis of Rockingham offered the loan of the amount 

uired to complete the purchase ; the Marquis was under 
ipations to him publicly, and privately for some attention 

‘id to the business of his large estates in Ireland. Less 

isinterested men would have settled the matter otherwise 
—the one hy quartering his friend, the other, by being quar- 
tered, on the public purse. To the honor of both, a differ- 
ent course was pursued.” 


scape-painter, had fallen into difficulties, and the 
fact coming to the orator’s ears during his short 
tenure in power, he bestowed upon him a place 
in Chelsea Hospital, which he enjoyed during the 
remainder of his life. 

Indeed, this t man’s noble love of Art was 

and of himself; it was no affectation, 
and it led to genuine sympathy with, not only the 
artist’s triumphs, but his diffreultion He found 
time, amid all his occupations, to write letters to 
the irritable Barry, and if the painter had followed 
their counsel, he would have secured his and 
an rag & but it was far otherwise: his conduct, 
Poth in Rome and after his return to England, 
gave his friend just cause of offence ; though, like 
all others who offended the magnanimous Burke, 
he was soon forgiven. 

He never fi his Irish friends, or the neces- 
sities of those who lived on the family estate ; the 
e ive generosity of his nature did not prevent 
his attending to the minor comforts of his depend- 
ants, and his letters “home” frequently breathe a 
most loving and careful spirit, that the sorrows of 
the poor might be ameliorated, and their wants 
relieved. 

We ought to have mentioned before that Mr. 
and Mrs. Burke’s marriage was only blessed by 
two sons; one died in childhood, the eldest grew 
up a young man of the warmest affections, and 
b with a considerable share of talent; to 
his parents he was every thing they could desire ; 
towards his mother he exhibited the tenderness 
and devotion of a daughter, and his demeanor to 
his father was that of an obedient son, and most 
faithful friend ; at intervals he enjoyed with them 
the — they experienced in receiving guests 
of the highest consideration; amongst them the 
eccentric Madame de Genlis, who put their polite- 
ness to the test by the exercise of her peculiari- 
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ties, and horrified the meek and amiable Sir Joshua 
Reynolds by the assumption of talents she did not 
possess, 

The publication of his reflections on the French 
Revoiution, which, never would have seen 


brought down the emma a on ahead 


pu 
But, perhaps, a tribute Burke valued more than 
ar remembering the adage—an adage which, 


ferred upon him in convoca**, and an address 
afterwards presented in a gold box, to express the 
University’s sense of his services, When he re- 








plied to this distinguished iment, his town 
residence was in “ Duke-street, St. James.” 

His term of life—over-tasked as it was—might 
have been extended to a much longer period, ut 
that his deeply affectionate nature, as time passe:| 
on, i several of those shocks insepara- 
ble from even moderate length of days; many of 
his friends died; among others, his sister and his 


| brother; but still the wife of his bosom and his 


son were with him—that son whose talents he 
rated as superior to his own, whom he had con- 
sulted ‘for some years on almost every subject, 
whether of a public or a private nature, that oc- 
curred, and very frequently preferred his judgment 
tohis own. This beloved son had attained the 
age of thirty-four, when he was seized with rapid 
consumption. When the malady was recognized 
and acknowledged, hisfather took him to Bromp- 





CROMWELL HOUSE. 


ton, then, as now, considered the best air for 
those affected with this cruel malady. “Cromwell 
House,” chosen as their temporary residence, is 
standing still, though there is little doubt the rage 
for extending London through this once seques- 
tered and rural suburb, will soon raze it to the 
ground, as it has done others of equal interest. 
We have always regarded “Cromwell House,” 
as it is called, with veneration. In our earliest 
acquaintance with a neighborhood, in which we 
lived so long and still love so well, this giant 
dwelling, staring with its whited walls and bal- 
conied roof over the tangled gardens which seemed 
to cut it off from all communication with the world, 
was associated with our “ Hero Worship” of Oliver 
Cromwell. We were told he had lived there (what 
neighborhood has not its “Cromwell House ?”)}— 
that the ghastly old place had private staircases 
and subterranean passages—some underground 
communication with Kensington—that there were 
doors in the walls, and out of the walls; and, 
thit if not careful you might be precipitated 
through trap-doors into some unfathomable abyss, 
and encounter the ghost of old Oliver himself. 
These tales operated upon our imagination in the 
usual way; and many and many a moonlight 





evening, while wandering in those green lanes—~ 
now obliterated by Onslow and Thurloe Squares— 
and listening to the nightingales, have we watched 
the huge shadows cast by that solitary and melan- 
choly-looking house, and, as we have said, asso- 
ciated it with the stern and grand Protector of 
ae Upon closer investigation, how grieved 
we have often been to discover the truth, for it 
destroyed not only our castles in the air, but their 
inhabitants; we found that Oliver never resided 
there, but that his son, Richard, had, and was a 
rate-payer to the — of Kensington for some 
time. To this lonely sombre house Mr. and Mrs. 
Burke and their son removed, in the hope that 
the soft mild air of this salubrious neighborhood 
might restore his failing ; the conscious- 
ness of his being in danger was something too 
terrible for them to think of. He had just received 
a new Sener appointment suited to his 

an tions ; he must take ession 
of it in a little time. He was their child, their 
friend, their treasure, their all! Surely God would 
spare him to close their eyes. How could death 
and he meet together? They entreated him of 
God, by prayer, and supplication, and tears that 
flowed until their eyes were dry and their eyelids 
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THE GRAVE OF EDMUND BURKE. 





sparched—but all in vain. ‘I'he man, in his prime 
of manhood, was stricken down; we transcribe, 
from an article in the Quarterly Review, on “ Fon- 
tenelle’s Signs of Death,” the brief account of his 
last moments : 


“ Burke’s son, upon whom his father has con- 
ferred something of his own celebrity, heard his 
parents sobbing in another room at the 
of an event they knew to be inevitable. He rose 
from his bed, joined his illustrious father, and en- 
deavored to him in a cheerful conversation. 
Burke continued silent, choked with grief. His 
son again made an effort to console him. ‘I am 
under no terror, he said; ‘I feel myself better 
and in spirits, and yet my heart flutters, I know 
ge Pray, to me, sir! talk of religion; 
talk of morality ; talk, if you will, of indifferent 
subjects.’ Here a noise attracted his notice, and 
he exclaimed, ‘ Does it rain!—No; it is the rust- 
ling of the wind through the trees’ The whist- 
ling of the wind and the waving of the trees 
brought Milton’s majestic lines to his mind, and he 
repeated them with uncommon grace and effect: 

‘ His praise, ye winds, that from four quarters blow, 
Breathe soft or loud; and wave your tops, ye pines, 
With every plant, in sign of worship wave!’ 

A second time he took up the sublime and melo- 
dious strain, and, snemprnying the action to the 
word, waved his own hand in token of worship, 
and sank into the arms of his father—a corpse. 


Not a sensation told him that in an instant he| i 


would stand in the presence of the Creator to 
whom his body was bent in homage, and whose. 
praises still resounded from his lips.” 

The account which all the biographies of Burke 
give of the effect this bereavement produced u 
his parents is most fearful even to read; what 
must it have = to witness? His mother seems 
to have regained her self- ion sooner than 
his father. In one of his ieee te the late Baron 
Smith, he writes—“So heavy a calamity has fallen 
upon me as to disable me from business, and dis- 

ualifies me for re The existence I have— 

do not know that I can call life. * * Good 

ights to you—I never have any.” And again— 
“The life which has been so embittered cannot 
long endure. The grave will soon close over me, 
and my dejections.” To Lord Auckland he writes 
—‘“For myself, or for my family (alas! I have 
none), I have nothing to hope or to fear in this 
world.” And again in another letter—“The storm 
has gone over me, and I lie like one of those old 
oaks which the late hurricane has scattered about 
me. I am stripped of all my honors, I lie pros- 
trate on the earth; I am alone, I have none to 
meet my enemies in the gate. I greatly deceive 
myself, if in this hard season of life, I would give 
a peck of refuse wheat for all that is called fame 
and honor in the world.” 

There is some thing in the “ wail” and character 
of these laments that recalls the mournful Psalms 
of David; like the Psalmist he endeavored to be 
comforted, but it was by an effort. His political 
career was shrouded for ever—the motive to his 
great exertions was destroyed—but his mind, 
wrecked as it had been, coud not remain inactive. 
In 1795 his private reply to Mr. Smith’s letter, re- 
questing his opinion of the expediency of and ne- 
cessity for Catholic Emancipation, got into public 
circulation ; and in that singular document, though 
he did not enter into the details of the question 
with as much minuteness as he would previously 





have done, he pleaded for the removal of 

whole of the disabilities of the 

body. From time to time he put forth a 

work on some uestion. He originated 
Lg see in his own 





ceived, supported, and educated. He made a gen- 
erous eppaal to government for the benefit of these 
children, which was as generously responded to. 
The house appropriated to this humane purpose 
had been inhabited by Burke’s old friend, General 
Haviland; and after his death several emigré 
French priests sheltered within its walls. Until 
his last fatal illness Mr. Burke watched over the 
establishment with the solicitude of a friend and 
the tenderness pt Me «cn ee rs the 
Treasury allowed r month for its 
sustenance: the Manyus of Dotkinghemn made 
them a present of a brass cannon and a stand of 
colors. When the Bourbons were restored in 1814 
relieved the government from this 
and the institution was dissolved in 1820; in 1822 
“Tyler's Green House,” as it was called, was sold 


little remains to mark 
the locality of places where all the distinguished 
men of the age ted around “the Burkes,” 
and where Edmund, almost to the last, extended 
hospitalities, coveted and appreciated by all who 

pretensions to be considered as distin- 
guished either by talent or fortune. 

It has frequently struck us as strange, the mor- 
bid avidity with which the world seizes upon the 
slightest evidence of abstraction in great men, to 
declare that their minds are fading, or impover- 
ished: the public gapes for every trifle calculated 
to prove that the palsied fingers can no longer 
grasp the intellectual sceptre, and that the well- 
worn and hard-earned bays are as a crown of 
thorns to the pulseless brow. It was, in those 
days whispered in London that the great orator 
had become imbecile’ immediately after the pub- 
lication of his “ Letter to a Noble Lord ;” and that 
he wandered about his park kissing his cows and 
horses, 

A noble friend went immediately to Beacons- 
field to ascertain the truth, and was delighted to 
find Mr. Burke anxious to read him passages from 
“A oo Peace,” which he was then writing ; 
after a little delicate mancuvring on his part, to 
ascertain the truth, Mr. Burke told him a touching 
incident which proved the origin of this calumny 
on his intellectual powers. 

An old horse, a great favorite of his son’s, and 
his constant companion, when both were full of 
life and health, had been turned out at the death 
of his master, to take his run of the park for the 
remainder of his life, at ease, with strict injune- 
tions to the servants that he should neither be rid- 
den, nor molested by any one. While musing one 
day, loitering along, Mr. Burke perceived this 
worn-out old servant come close up to him, and at 
length, after some moments spent in viewing his 
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ing recollection and con- 


son, its late master, who 
of his thoughts at all times, and 
the apparent attachment, tenderness and intelli- 
the creature taba him—as if it could 
pathize with his in ie at 
his mind, totally overpowered his - 
ness, and throwing his arms over its neck, he wept 
ee loudly. 
though his lucid and beautiful mind, how- 
ever ized, remained unclouded to the last, and 
his ions glowed towards his old friends as 
warmly as ever, his bodily health was failing fast ; 
one of the last letters he ever dictated was to 
Leadbeater, the daughter of his old friend and 
master, Shackleton; this lady was su uently 
well known in Ireland as the author of “Cottage 





Dialogues.” The first literary yr & we believe, | grace 


made towards the improvement of the lower order 
of Irish, was by her faithful and earnest pen; to 
this letter, tulating her on the birth of a son, 
is a PS. where the invalid says :—“I have been at 
Bath these four months to no purpose, and am 
therefore to be removed to my oso, snc at Bea- 





consfield to-morrow, to be nearer to a habitation 


amma] 


{Uh 





permanent, humbly and fearfully hoping that 
may find a better aon im 

seem as if he anticipated the hour of 
ing away. He sent sweet messages of 
loving-ki to all his friends, entreating and 

ing pardons ; recapitulated his motives of 
action on various political emergencies ; gave direc- 
tions as to his funeral, and then listened with at- 
tention to sume serious papers of Addison on re- 
ligious subjects and on the immortality of the soul. 
His attendants after this were in the act of remov- 
ing him to his bed, when indistinctly invoking a 
blessing on all around him, he sunk down and ex- 
pired on the 9th of July, 1797, in the sixty-eighth 
year of his age. 

“ His end,” said his friend Doctor Lawrence, 
“was suited to the simple greatness of mind which 
he displayed through Tite every way unaffected, 
without levity, without ostentation, full of natural 
and ity, he appeared neither to wish 
nor to dread, but patiently and placidly to await 
the appointed hour of his dissolution.” 

It was almost impossible to people, in fancy, the 
tattered and neglected churchyard of Beaconsfield 
as it now is—with those who swelled the funeral 
pomp of the greatest ornament of the British 
senate ; to imagine the titled pall-bearers, where 


more 

my better 
It wi 

his 





THE TOMB OF EDMUND BURKE. 


the swine were tumbling over graves, anu rooting 
at headstones. Seldom, perhaps never, in Eng- 
land, had we seen a cd a so little cared for 
as that, where the tomb of Waller* renders the 
surrounding disorder “in a sacred ” more 
conspicuous by its lofty pretension, and where the 


* Waller was a resident in this vicinity, in which his 
a ae aay lay. He ~sap ll = on Seaity — 
nam ell’s Court, a propert: in the possession 
of his descendants. His tomb isa table monument of white 
marble, upon which rises a pyramid, resting on skulls with 
bat’s wings ; it is a peculiar but pict que addition to the 
churehyard. and, from its situation close to the walk, attracts 
much attention. 





church is regarded as the mausoleum of Edmund 
Burke.t Surely the “decency of churchyards” 
ought to be enforced, if those to whom they should 
be sacred trusts, neglect or a their duty. That 
the churchyard of Beaconsfield, which has long 
been considered “a shrine,” should be suffered to 
remain in the state in which we saw it, is a dis- 
grace not only to the town, but to England; it 
was differently cared for during Burke’s lifetime, 
and though, like that of the revered Queen Dow- 

; a Pea 
the contrel{aiele of the church, immediately in front of the 
pew in which Burke and his family always sat. 
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ager, his Will vo oem a disinclination to posthu- POEMS BY 8S. G. GOODRICH.* 
mous honors, and unnecessary never were 


mourners more sincere—never did there arise to 
the blue vault of heaven the incense of greater, 
and more deep-felt sorrow, than from the multi- 
tude who assembled in and around the church, 
while the mortal remains of Edmund Burke were 
placed in the same vault with his son and brother. 

The tablet to his memory, placed on the wall 
of the south aisle of the church, records bis last 
resting-place with the relatives just named ; as well 
as the faet of the same grave containing the body 
of his “entirely beloved and incomparable wife,” 
who died in 1812, at the age of 76. 

Deeply do we deplore that the dwelling where 
he enjoyed so much that renders life happy, and 
suffered. what sanctifies and prepares us for a bet- 
ter world, exists no longer; but his name is incor- 

ted with our history, and adds another to the 
ist of the great men who have been called into 
life and received their first and best impressions 
in Ireland ; and if Ireland had given nothing to 
her more prosperous sister than the extraordinary 
men of the past and present century, she merits 
her gratitude for the gifts which bestow so much 
honor and glory on the United Kingdoms. 

Mrs. Burke, previous to her death, sold the man- 
sion to her neighbor, Mr. John Du Pré, of Wilton 
Park. Mrs. Haviland, Mr. Burke’s niece, lived 
with her to the last, though she did not receive 
the portion of her fortune to which she was con- 
sidered entitled. Her son, Thomas Haviland 
Burke, grand-nephew of Edmund, became the 
lineal representative of the family ; but the li- 
brary, and all the tokens of respect and admiration 
which he received from the good, and from the 
whole world, went with the property to Mrs. 
Burke's nephew, Mr. Nugent. Some of the sculp- 
ture which ornamented the house now graces the 
British Museum. 

The mansion was burnt on the 23d of April, 
1813. The ground where it stood is unequal ; and 
some of the park wall remains, and fine old trees 
still flourish, Nese whose shade we picture the 
meeting between the mourning father and the 
favorite horse of his lost son. 

There is a full-length portrait of Edmund Burke 
in the Examination Hall of the Dublin University. 
All such portraits should be copied, and preserved 
in our own Houses of Parliament, a meet honor 
to the dead, and a stimulant to the living to “ 
and do likewise.” It hardly realizes, however, the 
ideal of Burke ; perhaps no portrait could. What 
Miss Edgeworth called the “ground-plan of the 
face” is there ; but we must imagine the varying 
expression, the light of the bright quick eyes, the 
eloquence of the unclosed lips, the storm which 
colli gather thunder-clouds on the well-formed 
brow ; but we have far exceeded our limits with- 
out exhausting our subject, and, with Dr. Parr, still 
would speak of Burke: 

“Of Burke, by whose sweetness Athens herself 
would have been soothed, with whose amplitude 
and exuberance she would have been enraptured, 
and on whose lips that prolific mother of genius 
and science would have adored, cuban 
Goddess of Persuasion.” 

Alas! we have lingered long at his shrine, and 
yet our praise is not half spoken. 

—[The notes and drawings for this paper were 


contributed by F. W. Fairhold, of the Society of f 


Antiquaries. ] 


ra the last twenty years the name of Mr. 
Goodrich has been very constantly associat- 
ed with American literature. He commenced as 
a publisher, in Boston, and was among the first 
to encourage by liberal copyrights, and to make 
attractive by elegant editions, the works of 
American authors. One of his earliest under- 
takings was a collection of the novels of Charles 
Brockden Brown, with a memoir of that author, 
by his widow, with whom he shared the profits. 
In 1828 he began “The Token,” an annual lite- 
rary souvenir, which he edited and published 
fourteen years. In this appeared the first fruits 
of the genius of Cheney, who has long been ac- 
knowledged the master of American engravers; 
and the first poems and prose writings of Long- 
fellow. Willis, Mellen, Mrs. Osgood, Mrs. Child, 
Mrs. Sigourney, and other eminent authors. In 
“The Token” also were printed his own earlier 
lyrical pieces. The work was of the first rank 
in its class, and in England as well as in this 
country it was uniformly praised. 

In 1831 an anonymous romance was publish- 
ed by Marsh & Capen, of Boston. It was 
attributed by some to Willis, and by others to 
Mrs. Child, then Miss Francis. It illustrated 
a fine and peculiar genius, but was soon for- 
gotten. Mr. Goodrich appreciated its merits, 
and applied to the publishers for the name of 
the author, that he might engage him as a con- 
tributor to “The Token.” They declined to 
disclose his secret, but offered to forward a 
letter to him. Mr. Goodrich wrote one, and 
received an answer signed by NaTHanreL Haw- 
THORNE, many of whose best productions, as 
“Sights from a Steeple,” “Sketches under an 
Umbrella,” “The Prophetic Pictures,” “Can- 
terbury Pilgrims,” &c., appeared in this annual. 
In 1839, Mr. Goodrich suggested to Mr. Haw- 
thorne the publication of a collection of his 
tales, surrendering his copyrights to several of 
them for this purpose; but so little were the 
extraordinary qualities of this admirable author 
then understood, that the publishers would not 
venture upon such an experiment without an 
assurance against loss, which Mr. Goodrich, as 
his friend, therefore gave. The public judg- 
ment will be entitled to little respect, if the 
copyright of the works of Hawthorne be not 
hereafter a most ample fortune. 

Mr. Goodrich soon abandoned the business 
of publishing, and, though still editing “The 
Token,” devoted his attention chiefly to the 
writing of that series of educational works, 
known as Peter Parley’s, which has spread his 
fame over the world. The whole number of 
these volumes is about sixty. Among them 
are treatises upon a t variety of subjects, 
and they are remarkable for simplicity of style 
and felicity of illustration. Mr. Goodrich has 
accomplished a complete and important revo- 
lution in juvenile reading, substituting truth 
and nature for grotesque fiction in the ma- 


* Poems : by 8. G. Goodrich. New-York, G. P. Putnam. 
The designs—about forty—are by Mr. Billings, the engrav- 





ings by Bobbett & Edmonds, Lossing & Barrett, Hartwell, 
and others, and the-printing by Mr. John F. Trow.] 
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terials and processes of instruction, and his 
method has largely imitated, at home and 
abroad. In England many authors and pub- 
lishers have disgraced the literary profession 
by works under the name of “Parley,” with 
which he has had nothing to do, and which 
have none of his wise and genial spirit. 
Besides his writings under this pseudonym, 
Mr. Goodrich has produced several works of a 
more ‘ambitious character, which have been 
eminently popular. Among them is a series 
entitled “The Cabinet Library,” embracing 
histories, biographies, and essays in science ; 
“Universal phy,” in an octavo volume 
of one thousand pages; and a “ History of all 
Nations,” in two large octavos, in which he 
has displayed such research, analysis, and gen- 
eralization, as should insure for him an honor- 
able rank among historians. We cannot better 
illustrate his popularity than by stating the fact, 
that more than four hundred r Bracers volumes 
of his various productions are now annually 
sold in this country and Europe. No living 
writer is, therefore, as much. read, and in the 
United States hardly a citizen now makes his 
first appearance at the polls, or a bride at the 


gan 


FaruHer of Lakes! thy waters bend, 
Beyond the eagle’s utmost view, 
When, throned in heaven, he sees thee send 

Back to the sky its world of blue. 
Boundless and deep the forests weave 
Their twilight shade thy borders o’er, 
And threatening cliffs, like giants. heave 
Their rugged forms along thy shore. 
Nor can the light canoes, that glide 
Across thy breast like things of air, 
Chase from thy lone and level tide, 
The spell of stillness deepening there. 
Yet round this waste of wood and wave, 
Unheard, unseen, a spirit lives, 
That, breathing o’er each rock and cave, 
To all, a wild, strange aspect gives. 
The thunder-riven oak, that flings 
Its grisly arms athwart the sky, 
A sudden, startling image brings 
To the lone traveller’s kindled eye. 
The gnarled ani! braided boughs that show 
Their dim forms in the forest shale, 
Like wrestling serpents seem, and throw 
Fantastic horrors threugh the glade. 





altar, to whose education he has not in a large 
degree contributed. For twenty years he has 
preserved the confidence of parents and teachers 
of every variety of condition and opinion, by 
the indefectible morality and strong practical 
sense, which are universally understood and 
— 
ike many other eminent persons, Mr. Good- 
rich has sought occasional relaxation from the 
main pursuits of his life in poetry, and the 
volume before us contains some forty illustra- 
tions of his abilities, as a worshipper of the 
muse whose temples are most thronged, but 
who is most coy and most chary of her inspira- 
tion. They have for the most part been pre- 
viously printed in “The Token,” or in literary 
journals, but a few are now published the first 
time. In typographical and pictorial elegance 
the book is unique. It is an exhibition of the 
success of the first attempt to rival the London 
and Paris publishers in woodeut embellish- 
ment and general beauty of execution. 
That Mr. Goodrich possesses the poetical fac- 
ulty in an eminent degree, no one has doubted 
who has read his fine lines “To Lake Supe- 


rior :” 


me a | 





Wave of the wilderness, adieu— 
Adieu, ye rocks, ye wilds, ye woods! 
Roll on. thou Element of blue, 
And fill these awful solitudes! 


Thou hast no tale to tell of man. 
God is thy theme. Ye sounding caves, 
Whisper of Him, whose mighty plan, 
Deems as a bubble all your waves! 


The “Birth Night of the Humming Birds” 
has been declared by the London Atheneum 
equal to Dr. Drake’s “Culprit Fay,” and it 
may be regarded as in its way the best speci- 
men of Mr. Goodrich’s talents. It is too long 
to be quoted in these piragraphs. In descrip- 
tions of nature he is uniformly successful, pre- 





senting his picture with force and distractness. 
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There are many exam 


les of this in one Father of Waters, and the advances of — 


of his longest poems, “The Mississippi,” in| along his borders, are graphically presente 
which the traditions that cluster around the| The river is described as rising. 


“Far in the west, where snow-capt mountain’s rise, 
Like marble shafts beneath heaven’s stooping dome, 
And sunset’s charming curtain drapes the skie: 
As if Enchantment there would build her home. 


The bard laments that 
“though these scenes are fair 
As fabled Arcady, the sylph and fay, 
And ail their gentle kindred, shun the air, 
Where car and steamer make their stromy way ;” 


Yet trusts that in a future time, 
“ Perchance come Cooper’s magic art may wake 
The sleeping legends of this mighty vale, 
And twine fond memories round the lawn and lake, 
Where Warrior fought or Lover told his tale. 





| Jn the volume ire several allegorical pieces 
| of much merit, of which the most noticeable are 
the “Two Windmills.” “The Bubble Chase,” 
and “The Rainbow Bridge.” Several smaller 
poems are distinguished tor a quaint simplicity, 
reminding us of the old masters of English 
verse; and others, for refined sentiment, as the 
“Old Oak,” of which the key-note is in the lines, 


Here is the grassy knoll I used to seek 
At summer noon, bencath the spreading shade, 

And watch the flowers that stooped, with glowing cheek, 
Too meet the romping ripples as they played. 








The longest of Mr. Goodrich’s poems is 
“The Outeast.” It was first published many 
years ago, and it rs roy now with the im- 
provements suggested by reflection and criti- 
cism. Its fault is, a certain intensity, but it has 
noble passages, betraying a careful study and 
profound appreciation of the subtler operations 
of the mind, particularly, when, in its most ex- 


cited action, it is influenced by the observation 
of nature. 

The volume will take its place in the cabi- 
nets of our choice literature; and will be prized 
the more for the fact that by selecting Ameri- 
can themes for his most elaborate composi- 
tions, Mr. Goodrich has made literature sub- 





servient to the purposes of patriotism. 
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RICHARD B. KIMBALL. 


HE author of “St. Leger” was by that ad- 

mirable work placed in the leading rank of 
the new generation of American writers. The 
appearance in the Knickerbocker for the present 
month, of the commencement of a sequel to 
“St. Leger,” makes it a fit occasion for some 
notice of his life and genius. 

Mr. Kimball is by inheritance of the first 
class of New-England men, numbering in his 
family a signer of the Declaration of Inde- 
pendence, a President of the Continental Con- 

ess, and several other persons honorably 

istinguished in affairs. He is a native of 
Lebanon, in New Hampshire, where his father 
is still living—the centre of a circle bound to 
him by their — for every public and 
private virtue. ough ne had completed 


h 
his preparatory studies before he was eleven 
naga of age, he did not enter college until 


e was nearly thirteen. Four years after, in 
1834, he uated at Dartmouth, and upon 
devoting one year to the study of the law, 
he went abroad; travelled in England, Scot- 
land, and Germany; and resided some time in 
Paris, where he attended the lectures of Ma- 
jendie, Broussais, and Louis, in medicine, and 
those of the elder Dupin, and Coulanges, in 
law. Returning, he entered upon the practice 
of the law, at Waterford, in this state, but 
soon removed to New-York, where a year’s 
devotion to his profession made him familiar 
with its routine. In 1842 he went a second 
time to Europe, renewing the associations of 
his-travel and student-life in Great Britain and 





on the continent. Since, for seven years, he 
has been an industrious and successful lawyer 
in New-York. 

Although but few works are known to be 
from the pen of Mr! Kimball, he has been a 
voluminous author. The vigorous and pol- 
ished style of his avowed compositions, is 
never attained but by long practice. He has 
been, we believe, a contributor to every vol- 
ume of the Knickerbocker published since 
1842. He printed in that excellent maga- 
zine his “Reminiscences of an Old Man,” 
“The Young Englishman,” and the successive 
chapters of “St. Leger, or the Threads of 
Life.” This last work was published by Put- 
nam, and by Bentley in London, about one year 
ago, and it passed rapidly through two Eng- 
lish and three American editions. It was not 
raised into an ephemeral popularity, as so many 
works of fiction easily are, for their lightness, 
by careless applauses; it arrested the atten- 
tion of the wisest critics; commanded their 
study, and received their verdict of approval 
as a book of learning and reflection in the 
anatomy of human life. 

Mr. Kimball had been eminent in his class 
at college for a love of Greek literature, and 
he studied the Roman also with reverent at- 
tention. It was his distinction that he had 
thoroughly acquainted himself with the philos- 
ophy of the ancients. At a laterday he was 
attracted by the speculation of the Germans, 
and a mastery of their language enabled him to 
enter fully into the spirit of Spinosa, Kant, 
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Aside from its qualities as a delineation of 
a deep inner experience, “ St. Leger” has very 
great merits as a specimen of popular roman- 
tic fiction. The varied characters are admira- 
bly drawn, and are individual, distinct, and ef- 
fectively vonstrasted. The incidents are all 
shaped and combined with remarkable skill ; 
and, as the Athenaeum observes, “ Here, there, 
everywhere, the author gives evidence of pas- 
sionate and romantic power.” Insome of the 
episodes, as in that of Wolfgang Hegewisch, 
for example, in which are illustrated the ten- 
dency of a desperate philosophy and hopeless 
skepticism, we have that sort of mastery of the 
feelings, that chaining of the intensest inter- 
est, which distinguishes the most wonderful 
compositions of Poe, or the German Hoffman, 
or Zschokke in his “ Walpurgis Night ;” and ev- 
ery incident in the book tends with directest 
certainty to the fulfilment of its main design. 

The only other work of which Mr. Kimball 
is the acknowledged author, is “Cuba and the 
Cubans ;” a volume illustrative of the history, 
and social, political, and economical condition 
of the island of Cuba, written during the ex- 
citement occasioned by its invasion from the 
United States, in 1849, and exhibiting a degree 
of research, and a judicial fairness of state- 
ment and argument, which characterizes no 
other production upon this subject. As it was 
generally admi to be the most. reliable, 
complete, and altogether important work, upon 
points commanding the attention of several na- 
tions, its circulation was very large; but it was 
pees for a temporary purpose, and it will 

recalled to popularity only by a renewal of 
the inevitable controversies which await the 
political mops y - the Antilles. 

“ A Story of Calais,” in the following pages, 
is an example of Mr. Kimball’s success as a tale 
writer. Though less remarkable than passages 
in “ St. Leger,” it will vindicate his right to a 
place among the chief creators of such literature 
among us. 


* The Inner Review of St. Leger, Professor 
Tayler Lewis, LL. D., &c. v7 
VOL. I1,—NoO. 1.—11. 


the of Jamaica. We propose a brief 
sketch of his history : 

Avsrey Georce Spencer, D. D. and D.C. L., 
was born in London on the 12th of February, 
1795, and is the eldest son of the late Hon. 
William Spencer, the poet, whose father, Lord 
Steud Ticks of Macthotongh’ aad qraliae 
seco! @ oO 
of John Churchill, the Shoots py 
millies and Blenheim. His Christian names 


vad of i Prose crooner Mab Au- 
meer is younger brother o— 
fecbobquently Bishop of Madras,) received 

rudiments of learning at the Abbey School of 
St. Albans, whence the former was soon re- 


moved to the seminary of the celebrated Gre- 
cian, D. Burme, of Greenwich, and the latter to 


the Charter house. For some time ious to 
his matriculation at en Hall, Oxford, Mr. 
Aubrey Spencer was the private pupil of Mr, 


Mitchell, the very learned translator of Aris- 
tophanes. At the house of his father in Cur- 
zon street, at Melbourne House in Chiswick, 
Blenheim, and ae. Hallowell Hill, 
(the seat of the Countess Dowager Spencer;) 
he was in frequent and familiar intercourse 
with many of the most distinguished contem- 
porary statesmen, philosophers, and other men 
of letters; and in this society his own literary: 
and conversational talents obtained an early’ 
celebrity, and commended him to the 
and friendship of Mr. Rogers, Mr. Cam 
Lord Byron, Mr. Hallam, Lord Dudley, Mr. 
Coutts, Mr. Wordsworth, Mr. Francis, Mr. 
Horner, Thomas Moore, Mr. Southey, Lady: 
Caroline Lamb, Mr. Crabb, and many other au- 
thors, ee some - whom ee a 
correspondence, while some have fallen 

With the society of the county of Onford, 
and — that q the ve aap he was 
equally popular. In the earl of the 
1818, he took leave of his = on being 
ordained deacon, and entered on a charge 
the parish of Great Oakering, in the diocese of 
London. From this, which is a un- 
healthy part of Essex, he removed at the end 


came the neighbor and uent guest of the 
Earl of Albemarle and by ry of Norwich. 


In March, 1819, he was admi a priest, and 
soon after gave up the brilliant — 
which he had hitherto lived, and devoted ; 
self to the Church in the Colonies, where, for + 
a quarter of a century, he has filled a distin-’ 





guished part as archdeacon and bishop. 


of the year to Bannam, Norfolk, where he be. _ 
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wick retain a lively impression of his 
abilities, as they were illustrated in his preach- 
ing and in the practice of the other duties of 
his profession and position. 
. In July, 1839, Dr. Spencer was consecrated 
by the venerable Archbishop of Canterbury, 
on the nomination of the crown, to the new 
aee of Newfoundland, retaining still eo 
jurisdiction over the isles of enemy under 
the extension of the Colonial Episcopate, 
which relieved the indefatigable Bishop of 
Nova Scotia of a large portion of his cares. 


The new Bishop was enabled, by the aid of the 
Society for the Promotion of the Gospel in 


Foreign Parts, to quadruple the number of 
hisclergy within four years, and to consecrate 
more than twenty additional churches within 
the same period. A very grateful sense of the 
Bishop’s exertions, and if the prosperous re- 
sults of his unceasing labor, was manifested 
in the several addresses presented to his lord- 
ship on his subsequent translation to the dio- 
eese of Jamaica, by the clergy and laity of 
Newfoundland and uda. 

In a paper which only pu.ports to be a 
biographical notice of one who is still living, 
it is not desirable to do more than briefly af. 
vert to the principal topics and dates of a 

i which may hereafter be advantageously 
amplified and filled up. The real pro, of 
the established church in Newfoundland at 
this period, would be best gathered from the 
Bishop’s letters to the government and the 
religious societies, and to the clergy under his 
i iction, but to these documents it is not 

ely that any biographer will have unreserved 
access during the life of his lordship. 

On the y ei 





every point of the op’s visitation, which 
he commenced by a convention of eighty cler- 
gymen, at Spanish Town, he was met by con- 
gratulatory addresses from the vestries, and 
other corporate bodies, declaratory of their con- 


| fidence in his projected measures, and of their 


desire to aid him in the extension of the church. 
In consonance with his views the local Legis- 
lature passed an act increasing the number of 
island curates, and providing higher salaries for 
their support, while at the same time, they 

ted three thousand pounds as a first in- 
stalment to the Church Society, which had 
been organized by him, and to which the Gov- 
ernor-General contributed the annual sum of 
one hundred pounds. 

On his visit to England in 1845 and in the 
beginning of 1846, he was continually em- 
ployed in preaching in aid of various charities, 
me in assisting at public ge which had 
for their object the promotion of Christianity 
by the servants of the church. At the weekly 
meetings of the Society for the Propagation of 
the Gospel, in London, he was a constant at- 
tendant ; and the increase of the funds of that 
association, and the conciliation to it of many 
powerful supporters, are result of measures 
which may be traced to his projection and tact. 
In his reply to an address from the clergy, on 
his return from a recent visitation, published at 
length in the last annual report of the parent So- 
ciety for the Propagation of the Gospel, will be 
found the clearest exposition of the existing 
state and future prospects of the church in Ja- 
maica; and a charge addressed by his lordship 
to the clergy of the Bahamas, on the subject 
of a difficult and embarrassing question, for 
the adjustment of which the Bishop received 
the thanks of the Queen’s government and of 
the local Executive, is full of valuable infor- 
mation on the condition, principles and pro- 
gress of the colonial establishment. In closing 
the last session of the Bahamas Legislature, 
Governor Gregory declared in his speech, with 
reference to this matter, that he considered the 
arrival of the Bishop in the island, at that junc- 
ture, as a convincing proof of the interposi- 
tion of a special Providence in the conduct of 
human affairs. 

In 1822, the Bishop was married to Eliza, 
the ter of John Musson, Esq., and the 
sister of a former friend at the University. He 
has had one son, now deceased, and has three 


daughters, 








which he has relieved the mo- 
arduous labors of his professional 
ial career, would vindicate his title to 


The following poems, from autographs of 
Bishop Spencer, we believe are first given to 
International. 


the public in the y 


“HE GIVETH HIS BELOVED SLEEP.” 
I tread the church-yard’s path al 
Unseen to shed tee pecking ee: = 
L read on many a moul pb 
Fond records of the good and dear. 
4 soul is well-nigh faint with fear, 


here doubting many went to weep ; 
sa ny what sweet repose is here— 
“ He giveth His beloved sleep !” 


The world has but a feverish rest, 

To a sometimes given, 

When ure’s cup has lost its zest, 
*s hard-earned i 


* Yes, on the grave’s hard pillows rise 
Sto tontesing ox po ma of woe; 


And heavenward all our 

The airs of Eden round us 

And in their balm our slumbers steep. 

God calls His chosen home, and so 
“ He giveth His beloved sleep.” 


Ah! vainly could the human voice, 
in this dull world of sin and folly, 
Tell how the sainted dead rejoice 
In those high realms where joy is holy— 
Where no dim shade of 
Beclouds the rest which ong keep 
Where, peace and bliss united wholly 
“ He giveth His beloved sleep.” 
If on that brow so fair, so young, 
it Hope’ trace an gx Bemegee 
jope’s too dear, ve tongue 
Has broke iis of to-morrow, 
Seek not the world again, to borrow 
The deathful print its votaries =. 
Man — his loved ones pain sorrow, 
“ giveth His beloved sleep.” 


LINES WRITTEN ON WITNESSING A CONFIRMA- 


TION, IN BERMUDA, IN 1826. 
Veil’d in robes :f snowy whiteness, 
Filled )- love and 7 fear, 
Forms eyes of brightness, 
At the alar's’ foot appear. 


a youth, and 
Mealy and devoutly bow, 
And from worldly cares uniaden 
Ratify a Christian’s vow. 
Hark! what voice subdued and holy 
In that deep and tender 


tone, : 
raya upon those supplant ney 
God! who call’st them to inherit 
morta! 





Piled in those lofty skies; 
Calmly she brvods hoe 

Her own deep mysteries. 
Yet in her silence deep, 

There breathesa language fraught 
With spell to wake keep 

The ene of thought; 
And on her awful brow 

characte: 


The lov’d ones of pl 
Hasten’d to life’s last bourne ; 
Dear to the heart’s truth, 
Will they return 
Ask of the toms 
That bec tee hollow eky, 
Ask of the fitful oe 
That mournsand passes 
— the wm 


unseen— 
Where do the wanderers roam ? 
Are they as they have been ? 


's early breath, 
What night sha them back? 
The night that briees codon 


STETE SUPER VIAS ANTIGUAS. 
My heart lies buried with the past, 
Pi corace whee memory strays 
ening cast 
the marks grits 
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ENCOURAGEMENT OF LITERATURE. 
JA, the, concluding volume of the Life of 
ore “bd ge published by the Harpers, is 
@ letter the poet in answer to one by 
Lord Bro on the subject of the encour- 
> argpas of literature by government. “Your 
ret question,” writes Southey, “is, whether 
Letters would gain by the more avowed and 
active enco it of the Government ? 
“There are literary works of national im- 
portance which oon ory be performed by co- 
Operative labor, and will never be undertaken 
by that spirit of trade which at F stan pre- 
ee raclh , malesioat Ph ormation < 
an ish Etymologi ictio is one o 
those lc: aes might Ge eidned « 
and in this way literature might gain much by 
receiving national encouragement; but Gov- 


pay ing it. Revolutionary governments under- 
stand this : I should be glad if T could believe 


statesman as well as a man of letters, and who 
ts well awate that the time 1s come in which 
governments can no more stand without pens to 
support them than without ba . They 
must soon know, if they do not already know 
it, that the volunteers as well as the mercena- 
ries of both professions, who are not already 
enlisted in this service, will enlist themselves 
against it; and I am afraid they have a better 


hold upon the soldier than upon the penman ; | thing 


because the former has, in the spirit of his 
profession and in the sense of military honor, 
something which not unfrequently ore the 
want of any higher principle ; and I know not 
that any substitute is to te found among the 
gentlemen of the press. 

“ But neediness, my Lord, makes men dan- 
gerous members of society, quite as often as 
affluence makes them worthless ones. I am 
of opinion that many persons who become bad 
subjects because they are necessitous, be- 
cause ‘the world is not their friend, nor the 
world’s law, might be kept virtuous (or, at 
least, withheld from mischief) by being made 
happy, by early encouragement, by holding 
out to them a reasonahle hope of obtaining, in 
good time, an honorable station and a compe- 
tent income, as the reward of literary pur- 
suits, when followed with ability and dili- 
gence, and recommended by good conduct. 

“My Lord, you are now on the Conserva- 
tive side. Minor differences of opinion are in- 
finitely insignificant at this time, when in truth 
there are but two parties in this kingdom— 
the Revolutionists and the Loyalists; those 
who would destroy the constitution, and those 
who would defend it. I can have no predilec- 
tions for the present administration; the 
have raised the devil who is now raging ducugh 
the land: but, in their present position, it is 
their business to lay him if they can; and so 
far as their measures may be directed, to that 
end, I beartily say, God speed them! If 


can be no place for them at in their in-. 
tentions. Government can have no leisure 
now for attending to any thing but its own and 
our preservation ; and the time seems not far 
distant when the cares of war and expenditure 
will come upon it once more with their all-en- 
grossing importance. But when better times 
shall arrive (whoever may live to see them), 
it will be worthy the consideration of any gov- 
ernment whether the institution of an oni: 
my, with salaries for its members (in the na- 
ture of literary or lay benefices), might not 
be the means of retaining in its interests, as 
connected with their own, a certain number of 
influential men of letters, who should hold 
those benefices, and a much greater number of 
aspirants who would look to them in their 
turn. A yearly grant of ten thousand pounds 
would endow ten such appointments of five 
hundred pounds each for the elder class, and 
twenty-five of two hundred pounds each for 
younger men ; the latter eligible, of course, and 
preferably, but not necessarily, to be elected to 
the higher benefices, as those fell vacant, and 
as they should have improved themselves. 

“The good proposed by this, as a political 
measure, is not that of retaining such persons 
to act as pamphleteers and journalists, but 
that of preventing them from becoming such, 
in hostility to the established order of ings: 
and of giving men of letters, as a class, some- 

ing to look for beyond the precarious gains 
of literature; thereby inducing in them a de- 
sire to support the existing institutions of 
their country, on the stability of which their 
own welfare would depend. 

“ Your Lordship’s second question,—in what 
way the encouragement of Government could 
most safely and beneficially be given,—is, in 
the main, answered by what has been said 
upon the first. I do not enter into any de- 
tails of the pro institution, for that would 
be to think of fitting up a castle in the air. 
Nor is it worth while to examine how far such 
an institution might be perverted. Abuses 
there would be, as in the disposal of all pre- 
ferments, civil, military, or ecclesiastical; but 
there would be a more obvious check upon 
them ; and where they occurred they would 
be less injurious in their consequences than 
they are in the state, the army and navy, or 
the With regard al i 

“With to prizes, methinks they are 
better lefi to schools and colleges. ri fmer 
are worth something to scientific men, be- 
cause they are conferred upon such men in 
other countries; at home there are prece- 
dents for them in Newton and Davy, and the 
physicians and — have them. In my 
judgment, men of letters are better without 
them, unless they are rich enough to be- 
queath to their family a good estate with the 
rr J hand, and sufficiently men of the 
world to think such distinetions appropriate. 


For myself, if we had a Guelphic order, I 





schemes like yours for the encouragement of let- 


should choose to remain a Ghibelline. 
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Ginn he mee ee are he 
i our proposal is likely to 
Sioa petits meal om 
0. and as one 
ion ices to wi Aitiger thet T can'Ve ok. 
understood. One thing alone I ask from the 
legislature, and in the name of justice,—that 


the injurious law of ight should be re- 
and that the fam an author should 
not be deprived of their just and natural rights 


of a man who is conscious that he has la- 
bored for posterity.” 

The publication of this letter, and of the cor- 
respondence between Southey and Sir Robert 
Peel, in which the poet declines being knighted, 
on account of his poverty—a correspondence 
eminently honorable to the late Prime Minister, 
has occasioned an eloquent letter from Wal- 
ter Savage Landor to Lord Brougham on the 
same subject. 





CLASSICAL NOVELS. 

heer Edinburgh Review rebukes the daring 

of those uneducated story-tellers who pro- 
fane by their intrusion the sp J lands, the sa- 
cred names, and golden ages of art. We have 
acceptable specimens of the “classical novel ” 
by Dr. Croly, Lockhart, Bulwer, and Collins 
(the author of “ Antonini”), and in this coun- 
try by Mrs. Child and William Ware; but 
nineteen of every twenty who have attempted 
such compositions have failed entirely. e 
Edinburgh Reviewer, after showing that the 
writers whom he arraigns have merely paro- 
died the exterior life of our own time, pro- 
ceeds— 

“It is not uncommon to excuse such devi- 
ations from historical propriety by saying, that 
if the mere accidents have been segheuted, 
the essential humanity has been only more 
fully realized: and those who quarrel with 
the neglect are stigmatized as ts having 
no eyes except for the external. We think, 
however, that it will be found, in most cases 
- where the plea is set up, that the humanit 
for which the sacrifice has been made is equal- 
ly external with that which has been disre- 


ed, and much more commonplace and |i 


conventional; being, in fact, only the outer 
life of existing society. We are met, of 
course, by the triumphant answer that Shak- 
wrote Roman plays with a very slen- 
der knowledge of the classics. It would be 
sufhcient to reply, that we are speaking of 
eases where ignorance of antiquity is not 
counterbalanced by any very exuberant or pro- 
found knowledge of human nature. Possibly 
posterity may have to deal with another 
myriad-minded dramatist whose poverty is bet- 
ter than other men’s riches; but it must not 
be rashly presumed that he is likely to a 
pear at all; or, if at all, with the same d 
ciency of learning which was not unnatural 
three hundred years back. Meanwhile, it is a 
perverse and pernicious paradox to maintain 








that ’s consummate genius was in 
any way connected with his ‘little Latin and 
less Greek,’ or that he might not have por- 
trayed the Romans yet more successfully if 
he known more about them. Believing 
this, we are not presuming, as the same ab- 
surd reasoning would have it, to set up our- 
selves against him. We do not say that any 
other man in his age or our own, however 
great his command of learning, could possibly 
mend those plays by touching them; but we 
say that Shakspeare himself, with increased 
knowledge, might have made them yet more 
perfect. It is easy to oppose inspiration to 
scholastic culture ; to coin antitheses between 
nature and art; and to say that Shaks "s 
Romans are more ideally true than Niebuhr’s. 
There is some truth in all this; but it is not 
to the purpose. A poet like Burns may have 
really known more of classical life than a 
critic like Blair; nay, it may be that if Keats 
or Tennyson had been a senior medallist. at 
Cambridge, they would not have produced 
any thing not only so beautiful but so purely 
Greek as Endymion or CEnone. In what we 
were just saying we were thinking of the 
very highest minds. And, when we recollect 
how gracefully Milton could walk under the 
weight of his immense learning, we need not 
fear that the Atlantean shoulders of Shak- 
speare would have been oppressed by a sim- 
ilar load. The knowledge of antiquity may 
operate on the recipient so as to produce mere 
bookishness and intellectual sophistication ; 
but in itself it is a real and legitimate part o' 
all knowledge, a portion of that truth with 
which poets are conversant, a lesson set in 
other schools then those where man is teach- 
er. We know not what were Shakspeare’s 
feelings with respect to his own deficiencies ; 
but we cannot believe that the same modes- 
ty which besought his friend to chide with 
ortune, ‘the guilty goddess of his harmful 
deeds,” would Toes shrunk from confessi 
want of knowledge as an evil to be lamen 
at the same time that it was imputed to want 
of opportunity. If he was self-centred, it waz 
in his stre , not in his weakness. His eu- 
logists may show the greatness of their faith 
in him by doubting whether he could have as- 
similated the learning which obstructs Ben 
Jonson’s Catiline and Sejanus; but we have 
no A ptggr that he thought so meanly of him- 
self or of that which he happened no‘. to pos- 
sess. On the contrary, it may be argued, 
from the diligent use which he has Po. of 
such information as he had, that he would 
gladly have taken advantage of more. Ar- 
nold, in his Roman History, has noted the 
poet’s perception of historical truth in a matier 
where it might well have been overlooked ; 
and future critics may perhaps spend their 
time more profitably in discovering other indi- 
cations of a like vigilant industry than in la- 
boring to prove that the absence of so servile 
a virtue has been conducive to his preémi- 
nence as a creative artist.” 
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_ How rapid is the progress of oblivion with 
to those who are no more! How ma- 
‘a quadrille shall we see this winter, exclu- 


only in the literature of the tombstone. In 
the world, and after the lapse of a certain pe- 
riod, there is but one sort of widows inconso- 

ose who refuse to be comforted, be- 
eause they can’t get married again! 

One of our most distinguished seulptors was 
summoned, a short time since, to the house of 
a young lady, connected by birth with a family 

the a e in the aristocracy of 
ith, united in marriage to the heir of a 
title illustrious in the military annals of the em- 
pire. The union, formed under the happiest au- 
spices, had been, alas! of short duration. Death, 
unpitying death, had ruptured it, by prematurely 
off the young husband. The sculptor 
was summoned by the widow. He traversed 
the apartments, silent and deserted, until he 
was introduced into a bedroom, and found 
himself in presence of a lady, young and beau- 
tiful, but habited in the deepest mourning, and 
with a face furrowed by tears. “You are 
aware,” said she, with a painful effort, and a 
voice half choked by sobs, “you are aware of 
the blow which I have received?” The artist 
bowed, with an air of respectful condolence. 
« Sir,” continued the widow, “I am anxious to 
have a funeral monument erected in honor of 
the husband whom I have lost.” The artist 
bowed again. “I wish that the monument 
should be superb, worthy of the man whose ioss 
I weep, Le big to the unending grief into 
which his loss has plunged me. I care not 
what it costs. I'am rich, and I will willingly 
sacrifice all my fortune to do honor to the 
memory of an adored husband. I must have 
a temple—with columns—in marble—and in 
the middle—on a-pedestal—his statue.” 

“I will do my best to fulfil your wishes, 
madam,” replied the artist; “but I had not the 
honor of Py cnr with the deceased, and a 
likeness of him is indispensable for the due 
execution of my work. Without doubt, you 
have his portrait ?” 

The widow raised her arm and pointed des- 
pairingly to a splendid likeness painted by 
Amaury Duval. 

“ A most admirable picture!” observed the 
artist, “and the painter’s name is a sufficient 
guarantee for its striking resemblance to the 
0 


«Those are his very features, sir; it is him- 
self. It wants but life. Ah! would that I 





could restore it to him at the cost of all my 
blood” 


. “I will have this portrait carried to my stu- 
madam, and I promise you that the mar- 


ble shall reproduce it exactly.” 
The widow, at these veo Pecans up, and 
at a single bound throwing towards the 


ret with arms stretched out as though to 

it, exclaimed, “ Take away this por- 

trait! carry off my only consolation! my sole 
ining comfort! never! never !” 

“ But madam, you will only be deprived of 
it for a short time, and—” : 

“Not an hour! not a minute! could I. exist 
without his beloved. image! Look you, sir, I 
have had it placed here, in my own room, that 
my eyes might be fastened upon it, without 
ceasing, my tears. His portrait 
shall never leave this spot one single instant, 
and in contemplating will I pass the re- 
mainder of a miserable and sorrowful exist- 
ence.” 

“In that case, madam, you will be com- 
pelled to permit me to take a copy of it. But 
do not be uneasy—I shall not have occasion to 
trouble your solitude for any length of time: 
one sketch—one sitting will suffice.” ’ 

The widow agreed to this a ment ; she 
only insisted that the artist should come back 
the following day. She wanted him to set to 
work on the instant, so great was her longing 
to see the mausoleum erected. The sculptor, 
however, remarked that he had another work 
to finish first, This difficulty she sought to 
overcome by means of money. 

“Impossible!” replied the artist, “I have given 
my word; but do not distress yourself; I will 
apply to it so diligently, that the monument 

be finished in as short a time as any 
other sculptor would require, who could ap- 
ply himself to it forthwith.” 

“You see my distress,” said the widow; 
“you can make allowance for my impatience. 
Be speedy, then, and above all, be lavish of 
magnificence. Spare no expense; only let me 
have a masterpiece.” 

Several letters echoed these injunctions, du- 
ring the few days immediately following the 
interview. At the expiration of three months 
the artist called again. He found the widow 
still in weeds, but a little less pallid, and a lit- 
tle more coquettishly dressed in her mourning 
garb. “Madam,” said he,“I am entirely at 
your service.” 

“Ah! at last; this is fortunate,” replied the 
widow, with a gracious smile. 

“T have made my design, but I still want one 
sitting for the likeness. Will you permit me 
to go into your bedroom ?” 

“Into my bedroom? For what?” 

“To look at the portrait again.” . 

“Oh! yes; have the goodness to walk into 
the drawing-room ; you will find it there, now.” 

“ Ah ” 


«Yes; it hangs better there; it is better 
lighted in the drawing-room than in my own 
room.” 
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‘Would you like, madam, to look at the de- 
for the monument?” 

“With pleasure. Oh! what a size! What 
profusion of decorations! Why, it is a pal- 
ace, sir, this tomb !” 

“Did you not tell me, madam, that nothin; 
could be too magnificent? I have not consi 
ered the expense; and, by the way, here is a 
memorandum of what the monument will cost 

ou.” 
“Oh, heavens!” exclaimed the widow, after 
having cast an eye over the total adding up. 
S LL this is enormous!” 
“You be; me to spare no expense.” 


“Yes, no doubt, I desire to do thi ge Prop. party 
yeelf.” 


erly, but not exactly to make a fool of m 

“This, at present, you see, is only a design ; 
and there is time yet to cut it down.” 

“Well, then, suppose we were to leave out 
the temple, and the columns, and all the archi- 
tectural part, and content ourselves with the 
statue? It seems to me that this would be 
very appropriate. 

“Certainly it would.” 

“So let it be, then—just the statue, alone.” 

Shortly after this second visit, the sculptor 
fell desperately ill. He was compelled to give 
up werk: ; but, on returning from a tour in 
Italy, prescribed by his physician, he presented 
himself once more before the widow, who was 
then in the tenth month of her mourning. He 
found, this time, a few roses among the cy- 

ress, and some ge colors playing over 

If-shaded grounds. He brought with him 
a little model of his statue, done in plaster, 
and offering in miniature the idea of what his 
work was to be. “What do you think of the 
likeness?” he inquired of the widow. 

“Tt seems to'me a little flattered; my hus- 
band was all very well, no doubt ; but you are 
making him an Apollo!” 

“Really ? well, then, I can correct my work 
by the portrait.” 

“Don’t take the trouble—a little more, or a 
little less like; what does it matter ?” 

“ Excuse me, but I am particular about like- 
nesses.” 

“If you absolutely must—” 

“It is in the drawing-room, yonder, is it 
not? [ll go in there.” 

“Tt is not there any longer,” replied the 
widow, ringing the bell. 

“ Baptiste,” said she to the servant who came 
in, “bring down the portrait of your master.” 

“ The portrait that P hae sent up to the gar- 
ret last week, madam ? 

“Yes.” 

At this moment the door opened, and ‘a 


young man of distinguished air entered; his, 


manners were easy and familiar; he kissed the 
fair widow’s hand, and tenderly inquired after 
her health. “Who in the world is this good 
man in plaster?” asked he, pointing with his 
finger to the statuette, which the artist had 
upon the mantel-piece. 

“Tt is the model of a statue for my hus- 

band’s tomb.” 





“You are having a statue of him made? 
The devil! It’s very majestic!” 

“Do you think so ?” 

“It is only men who are thus cut out 
of marble. at full length; it seems to me, 
too, that the deceased was a very ordinary 
personage.” 

“Tn fact, his bust would be sufficient.” 

Pm as you please, madam,” said the 
sculptor. 

“Well, let it be a bust, then; that’s deter- 
mined !” 

Two months later, the artist, carrying home 
the bust, encountered on the stairs a merry 
. The widow, giving her hand to 
the elegant dandy who had caused the statue 
of the deceased to be cut down, was on her 
way to the mayor's office, where she was about 
to take a second oath of conjugal fidelity. If 
the bust had not been completed, it would 
willingly have been dispensed with. When, 
some time later, the artist called for his money, 
there was an outery about the price ; and it re- 
quired very little less than a threat of legal 
proceedings, before the widow, consoled and 
remarried, concluded by resigning herself to 
pay for this funeral homage, reduced as it was, 
to the memory of her departed husband. 


A NEW SERIES OF TALES BY MISS * 
MARTINEAU. 
Fy is scarcely in English literature a 
collection of tales by a simple writer that 
are better adapted for the instruction of the 
masses, than Harriet Martineav’s Iilustra- 
tions of Political Economy. Without believing 
her a very profound philosopher, we are inclin- 
ed to think these works could be remembered 
longer than any of her other writings. The 
pleasure and instruction we derived from 
them were recalled by the announcement in 
the London Leader that she is to contribute a 
new series of stories for the people, to that 
journal. We copy the first of them. 


THE OLD GOVERNESS. 
Tue afternoon was come when the Morells 
must go on board. They were going to 
Canada at last, after having talked about it for 





j several years, There were so many children, 


that it was with much difficulty they had got 
on for some years past; and there was no 
prospect for the lads at home. They had, with 
extreme difficulty, paid their way: and they 
had, to a certain extent, educated the children. 
That, however, was Miss Smith’s doing. 

“We shall always feel, every one of us,” 
said Mrs. Morell, with tears, to the elderly 
homely governess, “that we are under the 
deepest obligations to you. But for you, the 
children would have grown up without any 
education at all. And, for the greatest service 

u or any one could possibly render us, we 

ve never been able to give you your due,— 
even as regards the mere “ow 

“Tan only say again,” replied the gover- 





ness, “that you do not look at the whole of 
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f You have given me a home, when 
it is no easy matter for such as I am to earn 
ene, with my old-womanish ways and my old- 
ie I will ont ee : disparagement of 

bet not any di of your 
yways and your knowledge,” interrupted 
Morell. «They have been every thing to my 
children: and if you could have gone wi 
WR dicins”: 

This, however, they all knew to be out of 
the question. It was not only that Miss 
Smith was between fifty and sixty, too old to 
go so far, with little prospect of comfort at the 
vend of the journey; but she was at present 
disabled for much usefulness by the state of 


| with the baby till the last moment. 
ied him on the left arm, and stood on 

with him—the mother at her side— 

rest 

his wife. d steamer 


came for It was no 


‘they were going in, but a humble vessel be- 
longing to the port, which would carry them 


“ Now, my love,” said the husband.“ Now, 
Miss Smith,” taking the child from her. 
“ Words cannot tell “ 

And if words could have told, the tongue 
could not have uttered them. It was little, 
too, that his wife could say. 

“Write to us. Be sure you write. We 
shall write as soon as we arrive. Write to us.” 

Miss Smith glanced at the hand. She said 
only one word, “ Farewell!” but she said it 

ully. 

The - a was in a hurry, and down 
the river they went. She had one more ap- 
pointment to keep with them. She was to 
wave her handkerchief from the rocks by the 
fort; and the children were to let her try 
whether she could see their little handkerchiefs. 
So she walked quickly over the common to 
the fort, and sat down on the beach at the top 
of the rocks. 

™ was very well that she had something to 
do. But the plan did not altogether answer. 
By the time the vessel crossed the bar it was 
nearly dark, and she was not quite sure, among 
three, which it was,and she did not suppose 
the children could see her handkerchief. She 
waved it, however, according to promise. How 
little they knew how wet it was! 

Then there was the ay It was 
familiar, yet very strange. en she was a 
ehild ented used to bring. her here, in the 
summer time, for sea air and bathing. e 
haven and the old gray bathing houses, and 
the fort, and the lighthouse, and the old priory 
ruins crowning the rocks, were all iliar to 
her; but the port had so grown up that all 
else was sti And how strange now was 
life to her! Her parents gone, many years 
‘back, and her two sisters since; and now, the 


were on board, and Mr. Morell| behin 





Morells! She had never had any money to 
Nal oh eatin ance 
prevented wing out 
of their house. She had not a tem 
friend, nor even an ry arpa in England. 
The Morells had not uneasy about her. 
They left her a little money, and so high 
an opinion of her that they did not doubt her 
ve. abundantly employed, whenever her hand 
should get well. They had lived too much to 
themselves to know her French, learned 
during the war, when nobody in England could 
pronounce French, would not do in these days, 
nor that, her trilling, old-fashioned style of 
playing on the piano, which they thought so 
iful, would be laughed at now in any 
boarding school ; and that her elegant needle- 
works were quite out of fashion ; and that there 
were new ways of teaching even reading, 
spelling, and writing. 

She knew these things, and cautioned her- 
self against discontent with the progress of 
ee because she happened to be left alone 

i She pnacirs. 2 too, that the hand 
would not get well. The thing that she was 
most certain of was, that she must not rack her 
brain with fears and speculations as to what 
was to become of her. Her business was to 
wait till she could find something to do, or 
learn what she was to suffer. She thought she 
had better wait here. There was no call to 
any other place. This was more familiar and 
more pleasant to her than any other—the Mo- 
rells’ cottage being far away, and out of the 
question—and here she could live with the ut- 
most possible cheapness. So here she staid. 

The hand got well, as far as the pain was 
concerned, sooner than she had expected. But 
it was in a different way from what she had 
expected. Jt was left wholly uselees. And, 
though the time was not long, it. had wrought 
as time does. It had worn out her clothes ; it 
had emptied her little purse. It had carried 
away every thing she had in the world but the 
very few clothes she had on. She had been 
verging towards the resolution she now took 
for three or four weeks. She took it finall 
while sitting on the bench near the fort. It 
was in the dusk; for her gown, though she 
had done her best to mend it with her left 
hand, was in no condition to show by daylight. 
She was alone in the dusk, rather hungry and 
very cold. The sea was dashing surlily upon 
the rocks below, and there was too much 
mist to let any stars shine upon her. It was 
all enough; yet she was not very 
miserable, for her mind was made up. She 
had made up her mind to go into the work- 
house the next day. While she was thinking 
calmly about it a fife began to play a sort of jig 
in the yard of the fort behind her. Her heart 
heaved to her throat and the tears gushed from 
her eyes. In this same spot, fifty years before, 
she had heard what seemed to her the same 
fife. Her father was then sitting on the grass, 
and she was between his knees, helping to tas- 
sel the tail of a little kite they were going to 
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and, when the merry fife had struck 
| rah ceipeer ype my Fe uin 
made hi 


fly: 
her 
sags Seine 


tears. 

All that night she pondered her purpose: 
and the patho considered, the aman she 
was that it was right. “I might,” thought 
she, “get maintained by charity, no doubt: I 
might call on any of the clergymen of this 
place, and the rich people. Or I might walk 
into the shops and tell my story, and I dare 
say the people would give me food and clothes. 
And, if it was a temporary distress, I would do 
so. I should think it right to ask for help, if 
I had any prospect of work or oT 
in any way. But I have none: and this, I am 
convinced, points out my duty. Hopeless cases 
like mine are those which public charity—legal 
charity—is intended to meet. My father little 
dreamed of this, to be sure; and the Morells 
little dream of it at this moment. But when 
do our parents and friends, when do we our- 
selves, dream of what our lot is really to turn 
out? Those old notions have nothing to do, 
if we could but think so, with the event. Nor 
has my disgust any thing to do with —— 
The Plain act is, that I am growing old—that 
I am nearly helpless—that I am cold and hun- 
gry, and nearly naked—that I have no friends 
within reach, and no prospect whatever. I am, 
therefore, an object for public charity, and I 
will ask for what is my due. I am afraid of 
what I may find in the workhouse;—the vi- 
cious people, the dirty people, the diseased psa 
ple,—and, I suppose, not one among them 
who can give me any companionship whatever. 

It is dreadful; but it can’t be helped. And 
the worse the case is about my companions— 
my fellow-paupers—(for I must learn to bear 
the word)—the greater are the chances of my 
finding something to do for them ;—something 
which may prevent my feeling myself utterly 
useless in the world. Thisis not being wholly 
without prospect, after all. I suppose nobody 
ever is. If it were not so cold now, I could 
sleep upon mine.” , 

It was too cold for sleep ; and when, in the 
morning, she offered her old shawl in payment 
for her assuring the poor old woman who 
let it that she should not want the shawl, be- 
cause she was going to have other clothes, the 
woman shook her head sorrowfully,—her lodg- 
er looked so wan and chilled. She had no 
fear that there was any thought of suicide in 
the case. No one could look in Miss Smith’s 
sensible face, and hear her steady, cheerful 
voice, and suppose that she would do any thing 
wild or impatient. 

“Who is that woman with a book in her 
hand?” inquired the visiting Commissioner, 
some months afterwards, of the governor of 
the workhouse. The governor could only say 
she was a single woman of the name of Smith, 
who had no use of her right hand. As to 








who she was, he could tell no more than this; 
but his wife had sometimes mentioned her as 


She said little; but her e was 

and always correct. She could not do much 
on account of her infirmity: but she was al- 
ways willing to do what could be done with 
one hand; and she must have been very handy 
when she had the use of both. 

“T should have thought her eyes had been 
too weak for mnch reading,” observed the 
Commissioner. “Has the medical officer at- 
tended to her?” 

The governor called his wife: and the wife 
ealled a pauper woman who was told the 
question. This woman said that it was not 
exactly a case for the doctor. Nobody that 
shed so many tears could have good eyes. 
Ah ! the governor might be surprised ; because 
Smith seemed so brisk in the daytime, and 
cheered the old people so much. But she 
made up for it at night. Many and many a 
time she cried the night through. 

_ “ How do you know?” asked the Commis- 
sioner. 

“Tsleep in the next bed, sir. I can’t say 
she disturbs any body ; for she is very quiet. 
But if any thing keeps me awake I hear her 
sobbing. And you need but feel her pillow 
in the morning. It is wet almost through.” 

“ And does that happen often?” 


“Yes, sir. Many a time when she has 
turned her bac! ne into the infirmary, or 
been reading to the old people,—I have 


her pillow and dried it. And I have seen 2 
do it herself, with a smiie on her face all the 
time.” 

The Commissioner walked away. Before 
he left the place, the woman Smith was beck- 
oned out by the governor. She went with a 
beating heart, with some wild idea in her héad 
that the Morells had sent, that some friends 
had turned up. While still in the passage, 
however, she said to herself that she might as 
well look to see her parents risen from the 
dead. 

The Commissioner had, indeed, nothing to 
tell. He wanted to ask. He did ask, as much 
as his delicacy would allow. But he learned 
nothing; except, indeed, what he ought to 
have considered the most important thing, the 
state of her mind about being there. About 
that, she was frank enough. She said over 
se to him what she had said to herself, 
about this being the right place for one in her 
circumstances. She considered that it would 
be an abuse of private charity for her to be 
maintained in idleness at an expense which 
might set forward in life some person in a less 
hopeless position. 

“You speak cheerfully, as if you were in 
earnest,” said the Commissioner. 

“Of course, I am in earnest,” she replied. 
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- And cheerful she remained throughout the 
eonversation. Only once the Commissioner 


‘saw her eyes filled and a quiver on her lips. 


He did not know it; but he had unconsciously 
called her “ Madam.” 

Would she prefer the children’s department 
of the House? There was no doubt that she 
could teach them much. Would she — 
her quarters? No. She was too old now for 
that. She should not be a good companion 
now for children; and they would be too much 
for her. Unless she was wanted— 

By no means. She should be where she 

erred to be. 

She preferred to be where she was. The 
Commissioner’s lady soon after dropped in, 
and managed to engage Smith in conversation. 
But there was no result; because Smith did 
not choose that there should be. Perhaps she 
was more in the infirmary; and had oftener a 
warm seat by the fire, and was spoken to with 
more deference. But this might be solely 
owing to the way she made with the people by 
her own acts and manners. The invalids and 
the infirm grew so fond of her that they poured 
out to her all their complaints. She was 
favored with the knowledge of every painful 
sensation as it passed, and every uneasy 
thought as it arose. 

“T never thought to die in such a place as 
this,” groaned old Johnny Jacks. 

“TI wonder at that,” said his old wife; “ for 

ou never took any care to provide yourself a 
tter—to say nothing of me.” And she went 
on to tell how Johnny had idled and drank his 
life away, and brought her here at last. Much 
of Johnny’s idling and drinking having been 
connected with electioneering in an abomina- 
bly venal city, he was a great talker on politics, 
and the state was made responsible for all his 
troubles. He said it was a shame that any 
body should die in a workhouse ; he appealed 
to his neighbor Smith, who was warming his 
broth, whether it was not so ? 

“ Which is best?” she answered; “being 
here, or on a common, or the sea-sands? Be- 
cause,” she added, “ there was a time wher old 
awe like us were left to die wherever they 

ell.. There are countries now where old 
people die so. I should not like that.” 

* Youdon’t mean to say that you or any one 
likes being here ?” 

“Oh, no; I don’t mean to say that. But 
things are better than they were once: and 
they ae better again.” 

«TI not live to see that,” groaned 
Johnny. 


ji No; norI. But it is something to think 
0 

«“D—— it,”. said. Johnny, “I am not the 
better for any good that does not happen to 
me, nor to any body I know.” 

“Are not you?” said. neighbor Smith. 
“Well, now, I am.” 
eat Ao sragig to 

t in ,and not very long after. en 
‘the Morells’ letter came, it was plain that 





they had enough to do to take care of them- 
selves. So she did not let them know,—-in her 
reply, written by the hands of the schoolmaster, 
a age papa Pp ay edamga cheerful 
that are m suspecting, at 
this pos ag ie died and was buried, 
As “from the abundance of the heart the 
mouth speaketh,” there was so much in her 
letter as rather surprised them about her 
hope and expectation that the time would 
come when hearty work in the vigorous season 
of life should secure its gasy close ; and when 
a greater variety of employment should be 
opened to women. There was more of this 
kind of speculation and less news and detail of 
facts than they would have liked. But it was 
a household event to have a letter from Miss 
Smith; and the very little children, forgetting 
the wide sea they had passed, began shouti 
for Miss Smith to come to them just (as it 
happened) when her ear was closing to every 
human voice. 





ON THE ATTEMPTS TO DISCOVER THE 
NORTHWEST PASSAGE. 

HERE are some peculiarities of style in the 

following performance, which is by no means 
devoid of eloquence, and which derives a eer- 
tain interest from the efforts now being made 
to diseover the fate of Sir John Franklin. 
The author is Georce Srovin VENABLEs, 
LL. D., of Jesus College, Cambridge. 


THE NORTHWEST PASSAGE. 


+ And now there came both mist and snow, 
And it grew wondrous cold ; 
And ice, mast high, came floating by, 
As nas emerald. 
And through the drifts and snowy clifts 
Did send a dismal! sheen : 
Nor shape of men, nor beasts we ken— 
The ice was all between— 
The ice was here, the ice was there— 
The ice was all around: 
It crack’d and growl’d, and roar’d and howl’d, 
Like noises in a swound.” 
Cotermwer. Rime of the Ancient Mariner. 


‘THE secret wonders of the gloomy North bid 
proud defiance, in their solitude, to man’s 
triumphant daring. Who shall pierce the an- 
cient prison-house where Nature’s might, in 
mightier chains of adamantine frost, lies fet- 
tered, since Creation? Who shall live where 

romontories huge, of piléd ice, like monstrous 
Sugunte of primeval worlds tossed on the 
surge of Chaos, over the waves rear their tri- 
umphant heads, and la to scorn the un- 
dreaded kinghood of the lordly sea? 

A fearful challenge! yet the charméd spell, 
which summons man to high discovery, is ever 
vocal in the outward world, though they alone 
may hear it, who have hearts responsive to its 
tone. The gale of spring, breathing sweet 
balm over the western waters, called forth that 
gifted old adventurer* to seek the perfumes of 
spice-laden winds, far in the Indian Isles. Yea, 

ere is power in Nature’s solemn music. All 
have heard the sighs of Winter in the middle 
air, and seen the skirts of his cloud-woven 
robe lingering upon the misty mountain-top: 

* Columbus. 
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At length that call is answered. ly 


are passed where silentl 
folds and unfolds, in swi intere her 
silver robe of alternating light over the mid- 
night Heaven. There is a change in every 
sight and sound. White glaciers clash on the 
tormented waves, in fierce career waving eter- 
nally, and hoary whales, with musical din} 
booming along the deep, breathe forth in giant 
chorus, wondrously, the welcome of the Spirit 
of the North. 

Joy to the brave! That old phantasmal 
veil which checked the view of dim antiquity, 
shrinks from their eagle glance, while fabled 
hills and regions of impenetrable ice fade in the 
blue expanse of mighty bayst—now spread the 
bosom of the expectant sail unto the Eastern 
breeze, and while the prow furrows the yield- 
ing waters, image forth high dreams of lofiy 
hope—the joyous bound of billows gushing 
between parted shores, where Asia’s rock 
brow for ever frowns on the opposing conti- 
nent.. And, borne on spirit-plumed wings, let 
fancy soar far from that sunless clime, to 
the warm South, where soft skies slumber 
through the cloudless noon, o’er the gold pal- 
aces of fair Cathay. 

Why pause ye in mid ocean? Still the sail 
swells to the voiceful breeze; the high mast 
bends with hideous creak, and every separate 
rib in the huge fabric quivers. Yet the ship 
on the unmoved waters motionless struggles, 
as one, who in a feverish dream nervelessly 
fleeing o’er a haunted waste, strives horribly to 
shun some fiendish shape, with straining sin- 
ews, and convulsive gasp, and faint limbs, 
magic-stricken. There is rest, dismal and 
dreary, on the silent sea: most dismal quiet: 
for the viewless might of the keen frost-wind § 
crisps the curling waves, binding their motion 
with a clankless chain along the far horizon. 
Fruitlessly the imprisoned vessel writhes, until 
the gale, lulled in the embrace of evening, 
leaves its prey, to share the torpor of the life- 
less waste, till earth awaken from her half- 
year’s sleep. 

Yet, in those daring hearts, the cheerless 
voice of boding Fear or dull Despondency can 
find no answering tone, whether the storm, 
round the snow-rampart|| howling, interweaves 
his solemn moans with the rejoicing shouts of 

* The phenomenon which is commonly called Aurora Bo- 
realis, is in high latitudes frequently seen to the south. 

t On entering the Arctic Circle, the musical sounds of 
the white whales is first heard. 

t Modern discoverers have frequently found an open 
passage m7 ne, where chains of hills were laid down 


$ The effect of the change of temperature at the begin- 
ning of winter is almost instantaneous, as young ice at the 


of half an inch will stop a large vessel in full 


i Captain P found considerable advan from rais- 
ing a wall of pon round the ship, in its wines sietion. 





the Boreal Morn* | beams 





m leave that warm recess—vi' 
into the tremulous air. Here, even here are 

easures; those stray} forms of joy, which 

Sag pee throughout the world, that he 
who s may find them. When the Sun, 
uprising from his long and gloomy trance, 
through the clearer air, how beautiful, 
in some obscurest dellt of that lone land, led 
by the music of an unseen river to see fair 


the theatre,* or simple strains of homely 
ibrating far 


flowers, with light-awakened buds, salute the 
——— ily, they smile in the midst 
of nakedness, like sweet memories of laugh- 


ing infancy, beaming around the desolation of 
an heart. 


Oh, that the might of Man’s majestic will 
were self-sufficing! that the meaner chains 
which bind him to this dark, material world, 
before the lightning glance of Enterprise might 
fade, as those Philistian bonds, that fell from 
him of Zorah. Back—in sorfow back—the 
ocean-wanderers turn the unwilling prow; for 
Nature may not yield, and all is lost, save 
gloomy thoughts of unrequited toil in the 
storm- eep; and phantasies of gorgeous 
dreams, for ever desolate; and hopes, which 
were, and will not be again. 

Yet if the race of Man, as some have 
deemed,j form but one mighty Being, who 
doth live, yea with intenser life, while kingly 
Death benumbs each separate atom with the 
touch of his pale sceptre—one unchangi 
ocean of everchanging waves—one deathless 
heaven of clouds, which to their graves roll 
ceaselessly : if it be so, not vainly have long 
years sent forth their heralds on the trackless 
deep, where high endeavors of exalted will 
which in themselves find no accomplishment, 
shall build at length perfection. Peacefully 
hel] sleeps, who erst beheld the rifted shores 
of Greenland “glister in the sun, like gold:” 
and that deserted chief! whose angry moan 
once mingled wildly with the screaming winds 
and the hoarse gurgle of ingulfing waves, is 
unremembered now. But high Emprise died 
not with them. Have not our latter days be- 
held, with awe, the ice-borne Muscovite** ride 
the fierce billows of the Polar Sea? Has 
not the Northern hunter seen the flag of Eng- 
land, o’er her floating palaces, unfurled in 
dominions crystalline? And who shall mourn 
while, in the mystic race, from hand to hand 
still moves the unquenched torch, that none 
have reached the goal? Not suddenly doth 
the sweet warmth of universal life, from bru- 


* The theatrical amusements, which were introduced du- 
ring fd stay of the Fury and Hecla at Melvile Island, are 
wn. 


well > 

t eon the following lines of Mr. Wordsworth :—~ 

——*“Pleasure is spread throughout the earth, 
In stray gifts,to beclaim’d by whoever shall find.” 

t The beautiful effect of these Arctic Oases is described 
in the account of Captain Parry’s second voyage. 

§ See the h attributed by Socrates to Diotima in 
the uet of Plato. 

in Frobisher, who in 1577 anchored on the 

Western coast of Greenland, re’ that in that country 
PS nape | be altogether sparkled, and glister in the sua 
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udson. 
** Baron Wrangle. 
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invincible, it moves, though ruth- 
y stern Winter calls his rallied armies on, 
snow-blasts violate the joyous prime. So 
with the silent victories of Man’s endur- 
=: we have seen Winter and Spring; 
we not behold the full rejoicing of 

lete year? 

e hour shall come, nor shall the longi 


Hate 


igs 


viewed the mysteries of things, and to 
image forth the future from the past—bind on 
the mystic robe, and from the brow of Hope’s 
enchanted hill look boldly forth upon the com- 
ing ages. Saw ye not white fog-wreaths float- 
ing through the cold gray dawn over ice-laden 

ows, as they roll through yon rock-cine- 
tured chasm? A dusky shape looms through 
the hazy atmosphere, and sails, as of some 


struggling bark that wearily breasts the oppos- | gras 


strength of angry waves,* float with a 
fitful motion to and fro. Still on and on—a 
breath-suspending sight of pale Solicitude, 
and fearful hope—and hark! the triple crash 
of Britain’s joy, the magical music of her wild 
hurra, peals with a sound of mighty exultation 
through the aerial depths. The cloven mist 
unwraps its folded canopy, and lo! the blue 
Pacific, boundlessly outspread, far glitters in 
the silvery light of morn. 


RECOLLECTIONS OF PAGANINI. 
IHE “ Leaves from the Portfolio of a Man- 
ager,” in the December Dublin University 





Magazine, disclose a number of interesting 


facts connected with Prynne’s Histriomastix, 
Milton’s “ Samson Agonistes,” Hannah More’s 
« Tragedies,” Treland’s “Shakspeare Forge- 
ries,” and not a few very startling disclosures 
respecting the extraordinary emoluments of 
first class performers, from Roscius down to, 
Jenny Lind. From this portion of our Mana- 
s Portfolio we select the amusing recollec- 
tions of Paganini in Ireland, twenty years ago: 
“Catalani, Pasta, Sontag, Malibran, Grisi, 
Taglioni, Rubini, Mario, Tamburini, Lablache, 
cum multis aliis, have received their thousands, 
and tens of thousands: but, until the Jenny 
Lind mania left every thing else at an immea- 
surable distance, Paganini obtained larger sums 
than had ever before been received in modern 
times. He came with a prodigious flourish of 
trumpets, a vast continental reputation, and a 
few personal legends of the most exciting 
character. It was said that he had killed his 
wife in a fit of jealousy, and made fiddlestrings 
of her intestines ; and that the devil had com- 
posed a sonata for him in a dream, as he for- 


* A current is supposed to flow constantly from the Pa- 
sific through the North-West Passage into the Atlantic. 





merly did for Tartini: When you looked at 
him, you thought all this, and more, very like- 
ly to be true. His talent was almost super- 
natural, while his ‘ get up,’ and ‘mise en scene,’ 
were original and unearthly, such as those who 
saw him will never forget, and those who did 
not can with difficulty conceive. The individ- 
ual and his performance were equally unlike 
anything that had ever been exhibited before. 
No picture or description can convey an ade- 
quate idea of his entrance and his exit. To 
walk simply on and off the —_ pears a 
commonplace operation enough, but i 
did this in a manner peculiar to himself, which 
baffled all imitation. While I am writing of 
it, his first appearance in Dublin, at the t 
Musical Festival of 1830, presents itself to 
‘my mind’s eye,’ as an event of yesterday. 
When he placed himself in position to com- 
mence, the crowded audience were hushed 
into a deathlike silence. His black habili- 
ments ; his pale, attenuated visage, powerfull 
expressive ; his long, silky, raven tresses, ve | 
the flash of his dark eye, as he shook them 
back over his shoulders ; his thin, transparent 
fingers, unusually long ; the mode in which he 
his bow, and the tremendous len: 

to which he drew it; and, climax of all, his 
sudden manner of placing both bow and in- 
strument under his arm, while he threw his 
hands behind him, elevated his head, his fea- 
tures almost distorted with a smile of ecstacy, 
and his very hair instinct with life, at the con- 
clusion of an unparalleled fantasia! And there 
he stood, immovable and triumphant, while 
the theatre rang again with peals on peals of 
applause, and shouts of the wildest enthusi- 
asm! None who witnessed this will ever for- 
get it, nor are they likely again to see the 
same effect produced by mere mortal agency. 

“The one string feat I always considered 
unworthy this master of his art. It has 
been done by fifty others, and is at best but 
an imperfect exhibition on a perfect instru- 
ment; a mere piece of charlatanerie, or theat- 
rical ‘ gag,’ to use a 8 ere one term, suffi- 
ciently intelligible. here have been, and are, 
mighty musicians on the violin. Spagnoletti, 
De Beriot, Ole Bull (who rere | to some 
plays without any string at all), Sivori, Joa- 
chim, Ernst, Levey, &c. &c., are all in the list of 
great players; but there never was more than 
-_ Paganini ; he is unique and unapproacha- 

e. 

“In Dublin, in 1830, Paganini saved the 
Musical Festival, which would have failed but 
for his individual attraction, although sup- 
ported by an army of talent in every depart- 
ment. All was done in first-rate style, not to 
be surpassed. There were Braham, Madame 
Stockhausen, H. Phillips, De Begnis, &c. &c., 
Sir G. Smart for conductor, Cramer, Mori, and 
T. Cooke for leaders, Lindley, Nicholson, An- 
fossi, Lidel Hermann, Pigott, and above nine- 
ty musicians in the orchestra, and more than 
one hundred and twenty singers in the chorus, 
The festival was held in the Theatre-Royal, 
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then, as now, the only building in Dublin ca-| Being an daughter, and aware that she 
of accomm - vast number aa oS 


which alone could render such a —_ 
remunerative. The theatre ean holdtwo thou- | She 


sand six hundred persons, all of whom ma 
see and hear, whether in the boxes, pit, or ou 
leries. The arrangement was, to have orato- 
rios kept distinct on certain morni and 
miscellaneous concerts on the evenings of 
other days. ‘The concerts were crushers, but 
the first oratorio was decidedly a break down. 
The committee became alarmed ; the expenses 
were enormeus, and heavy liabilities stared 
them in the face. There was no time to be 
lost, and at the second oratorio, duly announ- 
ced, there stood Paganini, in front of the or- 
chestra, violin in hand, on an advanced plat- 
form, overhanging the pit, not unlike orator 
Henley’s tub, as immortalized by the poet. 
Between the acts of the Messiah and the Cre- 
ation, he fiddled ‘the Witches at the Great 
Walnut Tree of Benevento,’ with other equal- 
ly appropriate interpolations, to the ecstatic 
delight of applauding thousands, who cared 
not a pin for Hadyn or Handel, but came to 
hear Paganini alone; and to the no small 
scandal of the select few, who thought the 
episode a little on the north side of consisten- 
cy. But the money was thereby forthcoming, 
every body was paid, the committee esca 
without damage, and a hazardous speculation, 
undertaken by a few spirited individuals, was 
wound up with deserved success. 

“When the festival was over, the town 
empty, and a cannon-ball might have fired 
down Sackville-street, without doing much in- 
jury, Paganini was engaged by himself for a 
series of five performances in the theatre. 
For this he received £1,143. His dividend on 
the first night’s receipts amounted to £330 
(horresco referens) ! without a shilling of outlay 
incurred on his part. He had the lion’s share 
with a vengeance, as the manager cleared with 
difficulty £200. The terms he demanded and 
obtained were a clear two-thirds of each night’s 
receipts, twenty-five guineas per night for the 
services of two auxiliaries, worth about as many 
shillings, the full value allowed for every free 
ticket, and an express stipulation that if he re- 
quired a rehearsal on a dark morning, when 
extra light might be indispensable, the expense 
of candles should not fall on him—a contin- 

ney which by no possible contrivance could 
involve a responsibility exceeding five or six 
shillings.” 


A PEASANT DUCHESS. 
fx Stamford Mercury gives an interesting 
account of the life and fortunes of a young 
woman of that neighborhood who rose to a 
high station by means of her personal attrac- 
tions, and, after a checkered life, died in Italy 
a few weeks ago. She was the daughter of 





John Peele, a small farmer at Corringham, 
near Gainsborough, who eked out a somewhat 
declining livelihood by dealing in horses, &c., 
having previously been in better circumstances. 





ped | rural 





resolved to try her fortune in a higher 

became a dressmaker in Gainsborough, 
and resided subsequently in Hull, and it is 
said as housemaid in a good family in London, 
where her attractions obtained for her the atten- 
tions of a person of rank, to whom she after- 
wards averred she was married; and she from 
that time occupied a position where her for- 
tunes led her into contact with some of the 
highest classes. A few years afterwards she 
astonished her former companions by appear- 
ing with her carriage and livery servants in 
the character of chére amie to Mr. Fauntleroy, 
then a flourishing banker in London. The 
riches of the banker were of a doubtful cha- 
racter, however ; some time afterward she was 
convicted of forgery, and paid the penalty with 
his life. Affected by the ruin, but not partici- 
pating in the crime of Fauntleroy, she strug- 
gled bravely with fate, and generally maintain- 
ed a fair appearance in society both in London 
and Paris. She shortly rea) in her na- 
tive county as Duchess of Palata. At this time 
the fortunes of her family had reduced them 
to be the occupants of a small cottage at Mor- 
ton, and age rendering her father incapable of 
active exertion, he filled the humble office of 
stman. To her honor it should be re- 
corded that she enabled her parents to pass the 
remainder of their days in comfort. Six or se- 
ven years ago she again visited her native place, 
a widow, his grace the Duke of Palata havin 
paid the debt of nature. Her mother she le 
at Morton, paid the last duties to her father 
(somewhat ostentatiously), and volunteered 
her assistance to promote the advancement of 
her female relatives. Again, however, “a 
change came o’er the spirit of her dream ;” and 
some three or four years ago the public jour- 
nals announced her marriage to the son of an 
Trish clergyman of good family. In this cha- 
racter, p< carcentc her niece as femme de 
chambre, but not by her husband, she once 
more visited Gainsborough and the scenes of 
her youth; after ye 7 — an allow- 
ance, she again departed for Italy, in good 
health; but death, which spares salar sale 
nor character, has closed the “last scene of all, 
in this strange eventful history.” 





Tue author of the “ Nibelungenlied” is un- 
known, and, whether it be the work of one po- 
et,,of two, or twenty, is still a matter of doubt, 
among German critics. That the Nibelun- 
goalies has been extensively interpolated, is, I 

lieve, agreed on all hands; we may con- 
clude as much, from having reason to believe 
that it was handed down for some time (how 
long, nobody knows for certain), by oral tradi- 
tion, and what effect such a state of things may 
have on bepaee poetry, we may readily co 
lect from what Bishop Percy and Sir Walter 
Scott have told us of the variations in the old 
ballads of England and Scotland. Lachmann 
attributes it to the thirteenth century. se 
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Original Correspondence. 
Paris, Dsc. 2, 1850. 

From time.immemorial, no one knows wh 
(for the legends which recount her history 
leave it doubtful whether she performed on 
any instrument), St. Cecilia has been chosen 
by musicians as their 
musicians of Paris, on the approach of win- 
ter, always celebrate a mass, in music, to her 
honor, and for the benefit of the distressed 
members of their body. Not that they enter- 
tain any exaggerated idea of the consoling 
powers of the musical art, or hope to relieve 
the positive sufferings of poverty and destitu- 
tion by any combination of sounds, no matter 
how harmonious; but this festival being held 
in the church of St. Eustache, the Jargest in 
Paris, and all lovers of music being so eager to 
gain admission, that the immense aisles of this 
grand old pile (which will contain five thou- 
sand persons), are always crowded to over- 
flowing on these occasions, every one paying 
a franc for his admission: the sum thus gain- 
ed, together with the collections taken up in 
the middle of the service, by the committee 
of ladies chosen for that pw (who go 
round among the crowd, venented by the bea- 
dle, a followed by two or — attendant 
gentlemen, carrying a little embroidered 
of a particular shape, used for that p so 
in which they receive the contributions of the 
benevolent), constitute a fund, from which 
many an unfortunate or superannuated brother 
of the tuneful craft obiains relief. 

This vast building, with its lofty arches, is 
admirably calculated for the performance of 
grand religious compositions ; the effect of the 
music being euhanced by the aspect of the 
building, and the accessories of sculpture, 
painting, and carving, which render this church 
one of the richest in the capital. 

To obtain places on any occasion of the 
kind, it is necessary to go an hour or two in 
advance ; and the gradual filling of the aisles is 
one of the most curious scenes which a stran- 
ger can contemplate. As there are no pews, 
each person, on entering, helps himself or her- 
self to a chair, which he holds aloft over the 
heads of his already seated neighbors, as he 
slowly forces his way onward through their 
serried ranks, until he espies some unappro- 
priated 4 gap into which he can insinuate his 
chair himself; the police and the beadles 
owe taking - to keep a little pathway, 
just large enough to squeeze through, open 
all through the outer aisle that ate hs 
church. For the unfortunate people who 
form the walls of this pathway, the process 
of filling is a severe infliction; the uninter- 
rupted stream of in-comers, forcing their wa 
along with a ruthless psec! we | the shoul- 
ders of those between whom they is 
really, (especially when the in-comer lame 
to be a very stout man, or a very fat lady, en- 
veloped in an unusual quantity of drapery,) 


Y | corting a party of privileged individuals 


patron saint; and ‘the | ; 





almost 
the beadle comes 


pav 
“ Way, there! keep out of the path !” 


whom seats have been reserved; and, as the 


a] 


nodding white plumes ; a scarf of crimson vel- 
vet, stiff with embroidery in silver thread, cov- 
ers the upper part of his person ; black velvet 
smalls, fastened at the knee with silver buck- 
les, white silk stockings and gloves, and enor- 
mous buckles in his polished shoes, complete 
his attire. He wears a massive silver chain 
round his neck; and a sword —— at his 
side to strike terror into the hearts of all be- 
holders. Besides the grand beadle, there are 
several minor ones, dressed in black, but wear- 
ing heavy silver chains: gens d’armes also are 
always present, and often soldiers, who mount 
guard, musket in hand, at all the doorways, 
and on the steps of the chancel. 

When these sapient guardians of the peace 
perceive that as many have been admitted as 
can possibly be squeezed into the building, 
they shut the doors; and the process of dis- 
tribution goes on until the mass is equalized 
throughout the edifice; a task of no small 
difficulty, as the portions of the building con- 
ao to the doors are always densely pack- 

at an early period, so that the greater 
number have to pass through these crowded 
centres to gain the remoter parts of the church. 
Meantime people chat, and look about them, 
amusing themselves as they best can; and 
the sonorous edifice echoes with the footsteps 
of the moving mass. But at length the noise 
subsides ; the “ organ utters its voices,” and a 
hush, intense, unbroken, falls on the vast. as- 
sembly. The glorious music peals rye 
the vaulted aisles, and swells upward to t 
arching roof, pervading every nook and cor- 
ner of the fane; and so perfect-is the stillness 
that one would think the winged notes the 
onl oo within its precincts. 

n Friday last this annual solemnity was 
celebrated as usual at St. Eustache ; the mass, 
composed by Adam, a very noble and beatti- 
ful composition, was admirably executed by a 
choir of two hundred and fifty singers, a 
band of one hundred musicians, including the 
whole orchestra of the Opera Comique, and 
the best performers from the Italian opera. 
The solos were sung by Mesdames Grimm 
and Couraud, and by ine and Chapuis, the 
latter being one of the best tenors in the city. 
Some of the quartettes, with accompaniments 
of harps oad wind instruments, were inde- 
scribably beautiful. 

The Archbishop of Paris made an elegant 
little address, in which he spoke of art in Pa- 
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ites greene nd etching epata an on: 
present ; ing up an ap- 
peal to the liberality of his hearers on behalf 
of the charitable idea which had prompted this 
performance. The Archbishop is a man of 
mild and grave countenance, but his dress was 

inharmonious. He wore a surplice of 
very rich lace, a cape of violet silk, and a searf 
richly embroidered in gold, which was all very 

» but his arms and hands were encased 
in ves, finished with gloves, of scarlet 
cloth, which showed through the lace sleeves 
of the surplice, and gave the hands a very 
frightful appearance. He wore a little round 
cap on the top of his head, a golden crucifix 
on his bosom, and an enormous gold ring on 
his right hand. He spoke very slowly, scream- 
ing rather than speaking, in order to make 
himself heard in the distant parts of the build- 
ing. The service lasted two hours, and yielded 
several thousand francs. 

The Duchess of Narbonne, famed for her be- 
nevolence, was so desirous to aid on this oc- 
casion, that though unable, on account of her 
great age, to go among the crowd making the 
guest, as it is termed, she held a bag at one of 
the t doors, adding to the sum she thus 
received, a thousand francs as her own contri- 
bution, and a hundred franes for her chair, for 
which the ordinary price is two sous. 

The musicians are not alone in their prepa- 
rations for winter. The shopkeepers are just 
beginning the periodic display which betokens 
the coming on of the holidays: and conspicu- 
ous among the novelties whose appearance 
thus indicate the approach of Christmas, is a 
new style of porcelain, of English invention, 
which imitates with great success the antique 
marble vases, pitchers, &c., of classic days. 
Many of these objects are of beauty ; 
the creamy hue of the ware itself, slightly 
translucent, the graceful simplicity of their 
forms, and the delicate mouldings of classical 
designs: in bass-relief with which they are 
adorned, producing an admirable effect, highly 
creditable to English taste. 

While modern art is thus successfully emu- 
lating the symmetrical achievements of ancient 
times, a relic of t interes* ing the ro- 
mantic age of Spanish history, :as just been 
unexpectedly brought to light. Some work- 
men, employed in making repairs in the Guild- 
hall of Burgos, in Spain, have recently discov- 
ered the tomb of the Cid, so renowned in an- 
cient story ; a tomb whose very existence was 
unknown. An old chest, long considered as 
mere rubbish, and on which stood the antique 
chair from which, in other days, the Counts of 
Castille gave judgment, having been opened 
through the curiosity of these workmen, was 
found to contain => -rovye — Don Rod- 

igo Cam or, 2 is wife Chimena, im- 
eo Fagor legend, in the verses of 
Guilhen de Castro, of Corneille, and in our 


own days, in the graceful wri of Mrs. 
Hemans. The remains of Forern deo hero 
and his beautiful spouse are to be removed to 











the church of San Gadeo, where a suitable 
monument will be erected to their memory. 

The following incident, connected with the 
two prevailing manias of the day, lapdogs and 
balloon-ascensions, is just now amusing the 

circles of this iping capital. 

t. seems that de N., the accom- 
plished and beautiful wife of a triple million- 
aire of the quartier St. Honore, equally re- 
nowned for the charms = her wit, and for the 
intensity of her ion for the barking pets so 
dear fbr arco had taken a violent 
fancy Seat by half ane yr a —_ tiny 
gray spaniel, the property of one of the most 
admired of the innumerable representatives of 
Albion at this time here congregated, the beau- 
tiful and distinguished Lady R., whose intima- 
Y was assiduously cultivated by Madame de 

-, all for the love of the little gray spaniel. 

Sylphide, the spaniel in question, was in 
sooth well calculated to make havoc in hearts 
susceptible to canine charms. Her glossy far, 
combed, bathed, and perfumed every day with 
the utmost care, was of the most delicate 
mouse-color, and softer than silk; her lus- 
trous eyes sparkled like jewels, and her ex- 
pressive face, with the delicate drooping ears 
that adorned her graceful head, were the real- 
ization of the most ideal dream of little-dog- 
— beauty ; her tail was perfection; her slen- 

er legs, in their light electric movements, 
hardly touched the ground; and the dainty 
way in which she raised her charming little 
paws from the sidewalk, when, by some rare 
chance (attired in her newest paletot of the 
finest merino, lined with ied silk, and 
trimmed with a rich braid, her neck encircled 
with a silver collar, whose burnished chain was 
attached to her mistress’s waist), she honored 
the sidewalk with their pressure, was so irre- 
sistibly bewitching, that all the fair round arms 
of Paris opened spontaneously at the sight, as 
though to offer a nestling-place to the little 
beauty, and raise her from a contact unworthy 
of so peerless a creature. 

Any price, no matter how exorbitant, that 
could have been asked for this little paragon, 
Madame de N. would very gladly have paid; 
but, unhappily, Sylphide was not to be sold: 
Lady R. was very fond of her, and never 
seemed to understand the various hints thrown 
out from time to time, with the utmost tact and 
delicacy, but still quite intelligibly, by Madame 
de N.; and all that the latter could do was 
to bring her utmost power of petting to bear 
on the subject of her adoration, ing to 
some unlooked.for stroke of good fortune to 
—— in the accomplishment of her heart's 


Sylphide was excessively fond of sugar- 
plums (in which she was a great connoisseur), 
and also of fresh brioche, crumbs of which she 
would eat, in the most charming manner, from 
the snowy hand of her admiring friend; and as 
the iére of Madame de N. was ak 
ways well supplied with her favorite dainties, 
Sylphide, who, on her cide, was not ungrateful, 

















t countrywoman, and ranged himself 
among the satellites of her rival. And by a 
curious coincidence, at the very time that M. de 
8S. quitted thus et the orbit of Madame 
de N., the Prince of ——, who had hitherto 
been one of the brightest luminaries in the 
train of Lady R., left hez ladyship to lay his 
ys at the feet of the charming Parisian. 
But the acquisition of the Prince seems to have 
failed to console the latter for the loss of a 
knight who had so long worn her colors; and 
the defection of M. de S. drew from her an 
expression of resentment towards her rival, 
which the mutual friend to whom these angry 
feelings had been confided, lost no time in re- 
pam § the object of her displeasure. But 

y R., so far from being affected by the in- 
dignation of Madame de N., merely replied, with 
a careless shrug of her handsome shoulders, 
“ Mais, ma chére, she has really nothing to 
complain of; all the world knows that ‘ex- 
change is no robbery !’” 

At this ag bracelet, the 
latest achievement of the wonder-working 
atéliers of Froment & Meurice, had been the 
object of Lady R.’s most violent desire; but 
her lord, who was subject to occasional attacks 
of a malady not uncommon to the husbands of 
beautiful and fashionable ladies, was just then 
suffering from an attack of jealousy so acute, 
that, to the despair of y R., he utterly 
refused to gratify her desire to become the 

or of this costly ornament; and the 

ly, after having vainly called to her aid all 
the force of her address, and all the charms of 
her eloquence, found herself obliged, though 
with a heavy heart, to renounce the idea of its 


uisition. 

‘aed R.’s desire for this bracelet, and its dis- 
appointment, were no secret to Madame de N. ; 
and on learning, from the gossiping confidant, 
the response made by her rival to her complaint, 
a sudden thought darted through her mind. 
“Chére amie,” said she to the confidant, “T beg 

ou to say to her ladyship, that, since such is 
opinion, I hold her to the acceptance of the 
consequences of her maxim.” 

The confidant lost no time in delivering this 
message, to which Lady R., thinking only of 
her host of admirers, laughingly replied, that 
Madame de N. was quite at liberty to make 
any practical application of the principle that 


= : 

ithin two hours from the reception of this 
challenge, the beautiful bracelet, inclosed in 
an a case, on whose lid the initials of 
Lady R., surrounded by her crest, were en- 


gtaved in letters of gold, had passed from 





boudoir 


sion to execute her scheme. 

Accordingly on the appointed day, the brace- 

let, in its elegant case, being placed in 

iage beside her, and the coachman duly 
instructed in the part he was to play, Madame 
de N., holding in her hand her bonbonniére, 
supplied with fresh crumbs of the most delicate 
brioche, followed, at short distance, the carriage 
of her rival to the Champ de Mars, and took 
her stand just in the rear of her ladyship’s 
phaeton. 

Lady R. was in excellent spirits, receiving 
‘the homage of a crowd of attendant cavaliers; 
Sylphide, to the unspeakable joy of Madame 
de N., being seated on the front seat nearest 
her carriage. 

Madame de N. waited patiently through the 
various evolutions of the gorgeous scene ; 

at its close, when the great balloon of M. Poi- 
tevin rose majestically from the field, sur- 
rounded by its graceful band of nymphs that 
seemed to float, self-sustained, in the air, their 
silver wands and wreaths of flowers shining 
in the light of the setting sun, when all eyes 
followed the aéronauts, and deafening accla- 
mations rent the air, in less time than we take 
in recounting the movement, the carri of 
Madame de N. advanced to the side of Lady 
R.’s; Sylphide, attracted by the well-known 
bonbonniére, leapt lightly into the outstretched 
arms of her friend ; and Madame de N. deposit 
ing the morocco case on the very spot Sylphide 
had quitted, bowed gracefully to her ri 

drove rapidly away, before y R. had had 
time to comprehend what was passing. 

Great was her ladyship’s amazement, as may 
well be supposed ; and great, for the first few 
moments, was also her indignation; but the 
mystery was soon explained; for, in open- 
ing the case, which occupied Sylphide’s vacant 
place, and which was unmistakably intended 
for her, she perceived the rich rene. 6 she had 
so much wished for, and beside it, the card of 
Madame de N., on which was written, in pencil, 
these words, which contained the key of the 
enigma, “ Exchange is no robbery.” 

A hearty laugh, which she tried in vain to 
repress, broke from the lips of the fair lady ; 
much to the astonishment of the gentlemen 
who had witnessed the scene, and to whom, 
notwithstanding their eager inquiries, Lady R. 
very naturally declined giving any explanation 
of the affair. 

I shall observe your instructions, to keep 
you advised of whatever occurs here in the 
middle of the world. STELLA... - 
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Sathors ont Banks. 


' Tse German book trade has, for some 
months, been fairly overwhelmed with books 
upon Hungary. We notice amet the latest, 
“Flowers from Hungarian Battlefields,” a 
collection of novelettes, with scenes drawn 
from real life in the poliyer § Bap oingag 
the most popular writers of Hu The 
stories are spirited and vivid. “Confessions 
of a Civilian,” and “ Confessions of a Soldier,” 
are two books, of which the last named has 
been for some time before the public, and has 
excited attention by the thoroughness of its 
absolutist tendencies. The Civilian is the op- 
te of the Soldier, being a liberal of the 
Both these writers, however, op- 
pose the present Austrian ministry.. A Ger- 
man translation of Horwath’s “ History of the 
Hungarians” is coming out at Pesth in num- 
bers, and is welcomed by the German critics. 
This is regarded by the most competent 
judges as an excellent work. “Janos the 
ero,” a Romance of Hungarian Peasant Life, 
by Alexander Petdfy, one of the most popular 
Magra writers, is spoken of as a most suc- 
al delineation of national peculiarities. 
“The Revolution and the Jews in Hungary,” 
is an interesting chapter out of the history of 
the H rian Jews, by J. Eichorn. The 
fidelit of the Hebrews to the cause repre- 
sented by Kossuth and his associates, and de- 
fended by the entire nation, is as well known 
as the extortions with which the butcher 
Haynau attempted to punish their patriotism. 
Rerum Hungaricum Monumenta is the last 
work of the lamented antiquarian Eudlicher, 
and is designed to open to the li world 
the authentic sources of early Hungarian his- 
tory. It is, in short, a most valuable collec- 
tion of ancient documents relating to the origin 
of the ars, their first settlement in Hun- 
gary, and their history under the native princes 
of the race of Arpad. One of the best results 
of this work will be the provocation of other 
savans to similar investigations, which cannot 
fail to throw light on many obscure historical 
questions. Bie 
A very interesting work has just made its 
sponnanee at Leipzic, giving an intimate 
ugh by no means flattering account of the 
condition of the PotisH PoruLation in GALLi- 
cia. The peculiarities of this race of people 
are described as wild barbarism combined 
bis elegant politeness, dreamy melancholy, 
and practical cunning. The author was in 
Gallicia before the peasants’ insurrection in 
1846. He narrates a variety of the most 
iking scenes, which though highly. col- 
ored are apparently true in the main. Among 
other things he gives an account of a dinner- 
to which he was invited, at the house of 
anobleman. The house stood in the midst of 
a seattered mass of outbuildings, none of 
which bore the slightest appearance of neat- 
VOL, I.—NO. 1.—12. 





a, "ge roam rsd ing, in fact, 
appearance 
Many of the walls are supported by props to 
— gp omy tumbling. the 
joors the slightest rain uces & — 
ing morass, while the general aspect of the 
whole reminds the beholder of Attila’s wood- 
en palace in Pannonia, where he h up 
the booty of a world, and received am- 
bassadors of Rome. When the writer reached 
the door, he found his host with some other 
gentlemen waiting to receive him. The com- 
y was numerous, and all, especially the la. 
vies expensively dressed, in the last Parisian 
fashion, with abundant jewelry and ornaments. 
The saloon in which they were received was 
large but low, the walls covered with dirty pa- 
per, the floor of rough boards, the furniture of 
all sorts and sizes, and nowhere a trace of art 
or refined taste. The conversation was car- 
ried on in French, and the ladies exhibited-a 
thorough acquaintance with Paris matters, 
notabilities, and gossip generally. At the ta- 
ble the drinking was almost incredible, and, 
the topic of conversation, the emancipation of 
Po Every word was aimed at the con- 
version of the + ema guest. The hard treat- 
ment of the serfs was spoken of as neces 
sary, as they must be kept in complete sub- 
jection in order to be made useful in the 
great work. The festivity grew more and 
more ardent, till at last one of the gentlemen 
took a shoe off from a lady’s foot, filled it 
with wine, and after drinking from it him- 
self, passed it to the others, so that all could 
pledge the ladies from such a cup. The next 
morning the stranger saw by chance a sight 
of another kind, as he was taking a walk, 
Behind a wall a man jay on the earth; an- 
other held fast his head, and a third his feet, 
while a fourth stood over him with a whip, 
laying on with all his might. The lord stood 
by in his dressing-gown, smoking a long pipe, 
and coolly directing the procedure. The guest 
turned away from the spectacle, but was told 
by his servant that this was the tenth man 
who had undergone the same punishment 
that morning. The offence was, that they 
had not begun work at sunrise. Of course:a 
poneney so treated could have no affection 
or their masters. All the work was done in 
the worst manner, while the lord was plun- 
dered in every way by his servants. the 
supplies for the family, more than half were 
regularly stolen, there being no supervision in 
the household. The extravagance of the mas4 
ters was boundless, and when they got out of 
money they resorted to the Jews, who had 
the whole commerce of the country in their 
hands, besides having mortgages on most of 
the estates. 

This is the merest outline of a small ; 
tion of the book. It renders more intl 
ble the atrocities which took place in the*in« 
surrection of 1846, and which the Austrian! 
Government permitted, if they did not for? 
ment, . ; 
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ee sere meee 
present 1s un- 
Professor Recuty, a man as yet little 

out of his own country and northern 

He has devoted himself a good deal 

tion of the affinities between 

the Finnish and 

have impelled a number of learned 

to the same study. In the year 

1839 he left his country, and ten years 
north of Asia and Europe, mostly 
the Finnish tribes of the Moguls, Os- 
Tsheremisses, Nordwins, &c., making 
himself familiar with their manners, customs, di- 
and traditions, in order to attain 


among 


St. Petersb studyi 

of Central Asia. His pe ect duri 

time were, as may be supposed, remarkable. 
He suffered not only the privations and expo- 
sures inseparable from such an undertaking, 
but was also poorly supplied with money, 
and often in the greatest distress from that 
cause. Nothing but scientific enthusiasm car- 
ried him through, till he became —— 
with some Russian savans, and a Russian 


Councillor named Balugyanszky, who were of 
great assistance to him. He left his home a 
vigorous young man, and comes back broken 
down in strength and health. His investiga- 
tions have related not only to philolo 


geography and ethnography. 
trated farth 


» but to 
He pene- 
er into the north of Asia than any 
previous traveller. On his return, at St. Pe- 
tersburgh, he pre at the special request 
of the Geographical Society, a vast map of 
Northern Asia along the Ural Mountains, be- 
tween 58 and 70 deg. north latitude, and 72 
and 80 deg. east longitude, giving about five 
hundred localities. is map is made on the 
largest scale, containing sixteen large quarto 
sheets. The St. Petersburgh Gazette says of 
it, that it has proved ly to be the discoverer 
. a vast territory for Russia. Fave. bw at 
esth, engaged in preparing for publication 
the fruits of his ten years’ absence from 
home. He will treat of the languages of the 
European and Asiatic Finnish tribes, their 
grammar and vocabularies, with constant re- 
to the analogies of the Magyar tongue. 
way of introduction he will first publish a 
special work, containing his philosophical 
ws on the organism of language. After 
these philological treatises he will print a se- 
ries of ethnographic works on the various 
races among which he has lived, with collec- 
tions of their songs and traditions, and finally 
a detailed narrative of his travels, with a con- 
densed account of their scientific results. 
The conclusion of his philological studies is 
pe that the Central-Asiatic, or as it might 
be called, the Ural-Altaic group of 
is divided into six branches or families, name- 
, the ac of the Mandshu Tartars, 
Mongo e Turkish-Tartar tribes, the 
Samoyedes, the Fins, and the Magyars. 





These families have however no nearer rela- 
tion to each. other than the individual 


of the Indo-European group, as the Ii 
the Romanic, German, Gol Slavic, and Per 


sian Still he regards the Magyar. 
and Finnic languages as having greater mu- 
tual affinities the others, though not to 


such a degree that one of these races of 
men can be supposed to be derived from the 
other. He rather supposes all of the races 

form the Central-Asiatic 


whose 
group to have sprung from an original race, 
vrhich was gechaliy ‘Seythian. 

Tae Austrian GoveRNMENT has just set on 
foot an enterprise which promises to be of use 
to both Literature and Science. The plan is, 
to prepare and publish at the expense of the 
Imperial Treasury, a great work on the ethno- 
graphy of the Empire, and all savans, teachers, 
artists, poets, of every race, are invited to fur- 
nish materials. It is designed to give a com- 

lete account of the origin, history, manners, 
lensenan ter and condition of each of 
the many tribes and peoples included under 
the Austrian sceptre. This will be combined 
of course with descriptions of the country, 
scenery, climate, soil, minerals, and natural and 
industrial productions of each region. It is 
supposed that the whole will be completed in 
eight big volumes. It will be accompanied by 
a vast ethnographic map, which is now being 
prepared with ¢ great energy under the superin- 
tendence of the Minister of Commerce. 

en Gutzxow is bo of vr most ror 
and popular novel and playwrights now livi 
in Germany. As to his inst work, Die Rit 
ter vom Geiste (The Knights of the Spirit), of 
which only the first volume has been published, 
the critics entertain the most contradictory ° 
opinions. Some exclaim at its great length, 
which indeed is rather terrific: there are to 
be nine books, and the first occupies the 
whole of the first volume. Others are charmed 
with the skill with which the details of the 
work are wrought up, and the great variety of 
— who figure in the story. The author 

as certainly laid out all his strength in this 
book, which is designed to reproduce the pres- 
ent age in all the contradictions of its doc- 
trines and the complexity of its tendencies. 
But insteed of seizing these in some central and 
vital point, anc setting them forth in a work 
whose very —s would conceal its depth 
from most readers, Gutzkow has adopted the 
easier and more clumsy method of muitiplying 
his characters and complicating the actions of his 
drama. Thus it is hardly possible for it not to 
be tedious and a failure. But we can speak of 
it more fairly when it is farther advanced. 


Dr. Neanver’s Library is advertised for sale 
by auction at Berlin, but our correspondent 
thinks it will be saved from the hammer by a 
ne subscription, which will secure it to the 

niversity. 
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’ Kart Smrrock has just brought out at 
Frankfort a new collection of German Por- 
vLar Sones, not obsolete or artistic ge 
bat such as still live among the people, and 
are familiar to every class. “ Among Volks- 
lieder,” he says in his preface, “I include only 
such as have proceeded directly from the 
people, and still bear the tokens of their ori- 
gin, in their unsophisticated form, and simple, 

earty re gr The pieces of cultivated 
= which have found access and become 
oved with the people, are reserved for a 
future collection of favorite German so 
The epeacteney nee hinted at beteatiag: ae 
people’s songs and popular songs is not 
erally porn tony All scovioe collections 
have confused the two, and some even have 
not a single production of the people. For 
example, Des Knaben Wunderhorn, whose 
great merit must be recognized, contains an- 
tique poems which by no means issued from 
among the people.” In another place he 
says: “The songs here collected and ar- 
ranged have been newly written down, literally 
from the mouths of the people ; and where they 
could not be procured in this way, have been 
corrected by comparison of all earlier ver- 
sions. So that as they here stand, they are in 
asort my own property.” The work is spoken 
of by competent crities as perfectly success- 
ful. We believe that Simrock, who is per- 
haps better qualified for the undertaking than 
any other man in Germany, intends in a fa- 
ture edition to publish the melodies of the 
songs along with the words. 


Bercian Lirerature is a standing joke 
with the authors of Paris, and not without 
reason, for the majority of the books printed 
by the publishers of Belgium, are pirated from 
their French neighbors. There is, however, 
such a thing as a Belgian literature, though it 
is not not very extensive, and one of its chief 
ornaments is Professor Borenet, of Liege, best 
known as the author of a Historie des Belges 
G la fin du diz-huiliéme Siécle, published some 
six years since, to which he is about to bring out 
an addition, carrying the history back to the 
beginning of the same century. He has also 
been occupied for several years with the history 
of the Flemish Provinces, under the domination 
of the Spaniards, and has a work on that sub- 
ject in preparation. The Introduction to it 
appeared not long since among the Memoirs of 
the Brussels Academy, where it is entitled: 
seep I. et la Belgique. In treating a sub- 
ject which the masterly pen of Schiller has 
already rendered familiar to the world, Prof. 
Borgnel does not attempt to imitate the ardent 
and splendid eloquence of that great poet apd 
historian; Borgnel’s merits are distinctness in 
his outlines, remarkable clearness of arrange- 
ment, perfect impartiality towards individuals 
and parties, and conscientious use of materials. 
Of these he has had a greater variety, including 
many manuscripts not before brought to light, 


das Hess oa Noes A ran, Agr a 
on oles on merica, 
Social, and Economical, by J. F. W. Johnston, 
author of “ Lectures on Agricultural Chemis- 
try.” We may anticipate something of value 
from a man of his studies and well. earned 
reputation. Professor Johnston the 
greg! portion of his time, while in America, 
the British Provinces. He had been led to 
believe that they offered the most interesting 
field for his professional observation. When 
he came into New-England, New-York and 
Pennsylvania, he was —— surprised at 
the perfection and the success of our agricul- 
ture. He regretted only, that the mistake into 
which he had been led by British travellers, 
had detained him from the United States until 
the apr of his absence from home wag 
nearly expired. Professor Johnston’s lectures 
in New-York were given under sin disad- 
vantages, but the too small audiences who 
heard them were pleased and instructed. All 
who e acquainted with him were im- 
pressed with a belief of his candor and his 
talents. We hope to see immediately an edi- 
tion of his book in this country. 


In Gressen, Prof. Lizzic has published a Re- 
view of the Progress of Chemistry, Mineral- 
ogy, and Geology, in the year 1849, He has 

n assisted in its preparation by Professor 
Kopp and several other savans connected with 
the University at Giessen. Itis marked by his 
usual completeness, breadth of scope, and ex- 
haustive treatment of each particular subject. 
Liebig is now engaged in preparing a new se- 
ries of Chemical Letiers, which will be spe- 
cially devoted to the growth of this seience, in 
connection with the history of mental progress 
in general. Professor Knobel, of the same 
University, has also issued a work on the Gene- 
alogies of the Book of Genesis, which excites 
remark by the thoroughness of its historical in- 
vestigations. Leopold Schmid’s last work is on 
the Spirit of Catholicism, and also highly spoken 
of by both Catholic and Protestant writers, 
This author holds a high rank in the Catholic 
literature of Germany, and has been chosen 
Bishop of Mayence. Professor Hillebrand is 
occupied with a revision of his highly esteemed 
History of German national literature since Les- 
sing. There seems to be no reason to fear 
that Giessen is doing less than its share toward 
keeping the ocean of German books up at a 
high-water mark. 


BeERANGER, the veteran chansonier,is now 
occupying himself in writing biographies, anec- 
dotes, criticisms, &c., of the public men with 
whom, in the course of his long career, he has 
been in contact. It is five years since he an- 
nounced his intention of giving such a work 
to the public, and he thinks it will possess 
great historical value, while of his songs, which 
alone will convey his name to the last ages in 
which the 





than any previous writer. 





of France is spoken, he 
thinks but Sieently well.” ’ ' 

















the quarter called the Marais. 
bier | Jew” was pub- 
was often filled by groupe of 
old edifice, whi 





‘tured to knock at the door and seek further 
They were received by a mys- 
1 and taciturn old Hebrew, who looked 
as if he himself had of the Renne- 

treasure, and three-quarters of the visitors 
‘went away convinced that they had seen the 
uel himself. Now that the whole 
house has been thrown open to the public, 
there onchorom — a au vast meg 
extending under the large en in the rear, 
and in these cellars are seven wells, partially 
filled up, but with walls of careful masonry, 
indications that they were of great 
great utility. The opinion was at 
once set on foot by the explorers, that the mill- 
ions of the treasure had been concealed in one 
of these wells. The fact is, that the house 
formerly belonged to a Protestant family which 
suffered extreme persecution after the revoca- 
tion of the Edict of Nantes, and which doubt- 


Tue Count ve TocquEvite, a relative of 
the author of “Democracy in America,” has 
just published a historical work on the Reign 
of Louis ae The writer, Map man heangs 
sinking into the grave, enjo e advan 1) 
having himself witnessed nr even ina 
part of the events he describes. He was inti- 
mate with Malasherbes, and personally devoted 
to the unfortunate Louis. Of his ability as a 
writer, a former work on the Reign of Louis 
XV. furnished proofs which are repeated in the 

t volume. Of course he does full jus- 
tice to the amiable personal qualities of Marie 
Antoinette and her husband, without doin 
injustice to their faults. But he shows that af- 
ter all what was charged upon them as political 
crime, was but the consequence of long-stand- 
ing causes, over which they had no control, or 
even of measures of reform to which with the 
best intentions, they had given their consent. 
In speaking of the mission of Franklin at the 
French Court, M. de Tocqueville gives some 
even ema “ At Paris,” he says, “the 
zeal for the cause of the insurgents constantly 
increased. The women who exercised a great 
influence in the reign of Louis XVL, became 
passionate supporters of the Americans, and 
made aiding them a question of honor. The 





were charmed by his wit. 

fhe pens yalpar sagt placgmabat ng 
a na even 

siastic in of that liberty.” OM de Toe- 


i poh shows however that the prime minister 


onl 
eT 


a gulp yng ae on f the King 
such a war, the honesty of the Ki 
revolted at it. M.de Vergennes also said in the 
Council, that England would. be much more 
weakened by a long war with her colonies, 
than by theirloss. “But how,” repeated all the 
women, “can we help embracing the canse 
of a people which sends us ambassadors with- 
out powder, and with shoe-strings, instead of 
buckles?” So weighty a reason turned the 
balance, and the war was declared. That war 
finished the ruin of the French monarchy, not 
only by inspiring the officers and soldiers sent 
to the United States with new ideas, but also 
| mene J the exhaustion of its finances. 

ith regard to the Revolution in which Louis 
XVI. lost his head, it is enough praise for our 
historian, that while he inclines always to the 
monarchical side, he is not altogether unjust to 
the popular virtues which shone with such rare 
brilliancy amid the gloom of that epoch. 

THE GREAT work of J.G. Avpuson and 
the Rev. Dr. Bacuman, upon the “ Viviparous 
Quadrupeds of North America,” is much 


ited | praised by those persons in Europe whose 


praise is of most value. The Athenaeum re- 
marks that, hitherto, the mammalia of Amer- 
ica have been known chiefly through deserip- 
tions by zoologists, in the Transactions of 
European Societies, and that no systematic at- 
tempt has been made to bring together into 
one connected view the very varied forms of 
animal life presented by this great continent, 
while these authors have not only used the 
materials which were at hand in the works of 
others, but have themselves observed with 
great diligence the habits of many of the crea- 
tures which they have described. “ Their work 
is creditable to the United States, where a 
large number of subscribers have induced the 
authors to undertake it,—and a most valuable 
addition to our general natural-history litera- 
ture.” The geographical range within which 
the animals described in these pages are found 
is not that of the government of the United 
States merely; it comprehends Russian and 
British America, in fact, all the country which 
lies north of the tropics in the New World. 


AT THE Last Micuartmas Boox Fam at 
Leipsic, the Catalogue contained the titles of 
5,023 new works published in Germany since 
Easter. This is from twelve to fifteen hundred 
more than at any fair since the Revolution of 
1848. A great number of these books are 
large and of remarkable merit, being in some 


leased | sort, the accumulation of the more profound 


scientific labors of the past two years. 




















'- "Tae Baroness Vow Beck has just pub- 
lished in London two volumes of “ Personal 
Adventures” in the H war. She is 
herself a Hungarian, and she saw her husband 
fall while cheering his men to defend a barri- 
cade at Vienna. this book Kossuth is her 
hero, her prophet, herdemiged ; and she sacri- 
fices all other celebrities without compunction 
at the altar of his greatness. Dembinsky she 


treats with manifest injustice; Géorgey comes | 


out on her as a very Mephistopheles. 
himself’ does not escape without ani- 


version. But without adopting her opin- 
ions, either of the man she blames or the sub- 
ject she discusses, it cannot be denied that she 

great cleverness, and a wonderful power 
of exciting and interesting the reader. 


A VALUABLE scientific periodical is the Geo- 
isches Jahrbuch for the Communication 

of all the more important New Investigations, 
edited by the distinguished Bercuavs, and 
ae by Perthes of Gotha. The last num- 
has an article by the editor on the system 

of “Mountains and Rivers of Africa,” which 
differs altogether from what is laid down in the 
mt maps. The author lays down the 
river Nile as flowing from the N’Yassi, and as 
connected with a great number of rivers in 
Dar Fur, Waday, and Fertil, with relation to 
which only the est views have hitherto 
been entertained. The article shows, too, that 
the newly discovered lake N’Gami, in Southern 


Africa, has been long known under the name | far 


of Nampur. The same number of the Jahr- 
buch also contains an article from the pen of 
the late lamented Atsert GaL.atin, on the 


‘climate of North America. This article was 


written in English, and was translated into 
German for the Jahrbuch. 

Bereuavs has also lately issued a complete 
work of the highest interest, especially now 
that so much attention is every where paid to 
Ethnographic studies. Its title is Grundlinien 
der Ethnographie (Outlines of Ethnography). 
It is in two parts, and contains a universal tab- 
lular description of all the races of the globe, 
arranged ethnographically and geographically, 
and according to languages and dialects, with a 
comparative view of their manners, customs, 
and habits. No person who undertakes to 
investigate the origin of the human family and 
the mutual relations of its different members, 
ean afford to be without this work. Published 


in Stuttgart. 


BERTHOLD AUERBACH has just brought out 
a little volume of tales, which we may well 
infer from his previous performances are charm- 
ingly replete with grace, good humor, and a 
keen perception of whatever is peculiar to his 
subject. e title of the book is Deutsche 
Abende (German Evenings). It contains three 
stories : “ Nice People,” “ What is Happiness?” 
and “The Son of the Forester.” blished 
at Mannheim. 





pepinning of one, to his previous publications. 
It promising, if not pretentious title, 
of The German Gil Bias (published at’ Bre- 
men), and claims to be comic, as a matter of 
Thoegh As a whole, the pert 
0 there are passages there 
which may be read with satisfaction, there is 
not enough unity and connection between the 
different parts, and the humor is generally but 
a thin potation. It must be said, however, 
that the absence of continuous interest is the 
fault of most comic novels, as well as 
Even the matchless works of Jean grow 
tedious by the endeavor to read much of 
at a time, a fact which may be ascribed to the 
sentimentality and mere fantastics with which 
the kernels of his wit are overburdened. It 
oA certain that no German humorous work < 
compared with those t originals in 
kind, Gil Blas and Don Quixote, or even with 
the much inferior works of Smollett and Diek- 
ens. Baron Sternberg’s last effort forms no 
exception to this remark, and there is little 
hope that the second and concludiug volume, 
whose appearance in Germany ought to be 
made by this time, will prove superior to the 
first. Fis “ Royalists,” an anti-democratic nov- 
el, which he had the courage to publish in the 
chaos of 1848, and which excited much atten- 
oe ae a great deal of severe criticism, was 
r. 


“THe New Farru souvent 1s Art,” is the 
title of an anonymous little book lately issued 
at Paris, which, though not of value, has 
more poetic originality of thought than is often 
found in prin The author thinks that 
the time has gone by in which the subjects of 
art could properly be sought in the lives of 
saints and legends of the Church, and wishes 
to substitute for them the lives of artists and 
celebrated inventors, who have from the 
bosom of the people. With this writer, every 
om | is democratic and popular. For him the 
people is alone King, and worthy of all honor. 
“ Nothing,” he says in one place, “ is truer than 
the song of Beethoven. It is the song of life, 
the voice of truth, an infallible voice, which 
will create a world, and cause the old false 
world to crumble. Born of the people, the 
people sing in him, although they know him 
not.” In painting, the heroes of the author are 
Ruysdael, Rembrandt, Claude-Lorraine, and 
Paul Potter. 

Tue Port Fremicrats has received orders 
to leave the village of Bilk, in the neighbor- 
hood of Dusseldorf, where he was residing, and 
to quit the Prussian territories. He will prob- 
ably go back to England, where he passed 
some time ina counting-house or perhaps come 


to the United States, where he has several 
friends, to whom he has written of such an 
event as possible. 











heard of at Vienna, and 
been very success- 
ive years of his adventure in the 
central parts of the continent. 
ved in Berlin from Drs. Barth 
eg, contin information of their 
accomplished the journey across the 
Desert, or Sahara, and of their arrival 
the frontiers of the kingdom of Air or 
(Air is the modern Tuarick, and Asben 
ancient Sudan name), the most powerful 
of Africa after Bornou, and never 
by Euro On the 24th of Au- 
date of their last letter—they were 
at Taradshit, a small place in about 20° 30’ 
N. latitude, and 9° 20’ longitude E. of Green- 
Among their discoveries are some of 


uppers 
fla} 
Ey 


4 


E 


While Richardson, Barth and Overweg have 

trated the terra incognita of the north, 

. Krapf and the Rev. Mr. Rebmann have ex- 
plored the region described on the com- 
mon maps as the “Great Southern Sahara,” 
and found it to be fertile, healthy, aboundi 
in mountains, valleys and rivers, and inhabi 
by a race altogether superior to that which 
oceupies the Atlantic coast. Mr. Mansfield 
Parkyns is endeavoring to cross the country 
southward from the Nile to the river Gambia ; 
Mr. Charles Johnson is travelling in Abysinnia ; 
Baron von Miller is conducting an expedition 
up the White Nile; and the American mis- 
sionaries and colonists are gradually extending 
their knowledge over the various settlements 
on the eastern coast of the continent. 

Tue Prussian Exrepition To Ecyrt, Denk- 
maeler aus und ZEthiopien nach den 
Zeichnungen der von Sr. Majestat dem Konige 
von Preussen Friedrich Wilhelm IV. nach 
diesen Liéindern gesendeten, und in den Jahren 
ausgefuhrien wissenschaftlichen Ex- 
pedition: Herausgegeben von Dr. R. Lepsius ; 
published at the expense and under the - 
antee of the Prussian Government, will be 
completed in eighty parts, or eight hundred 
plates. Most of the plates are printed with 
tints, and many in the colors of the originals. 
This work forms a necessary completion of 
the celebrated work of the French Expedition 
under Napoleon. Parts I. to X. are now ad- 
vertised as ready for subscribers, in London, 
at three dollars and a half each. 





A NEW work on Arrica, by H. C. Grund, 
is advertised at Berlin. 





traveller, Dr. W. |i 











to the 

uliar notions whose dissemination is wished 
for. One of the most successful for the 
1851, is the Almanach des i (The 
Almanac of the Op is 
aimed wholly at the Soci 
history it exposes in the blackest colors. It 
begins with the early life of Loyola, depicts 
his debaucheries, his ambition, the religious 
mechanism invented by his enthusiastic and 
fanatical genius, the flexibility of his morality, 
and goes on to give an account of the intrigues 
and crimes of his successors in various coun- 
tries and times, with an analysis of their books, 
their missions and their miracles. Another of 
these publications is called the Almanach du 
Peuple, containing a very great variety of 
articles of substantial value. Among the con- 
tributors are F. Arago, Quinet, Charras, Car- 
not, Girardin, George Sand, Pierre Leroux, 


has, | Dumil Aeur, E. Lithe, Mazzini, and other re- 


publicans distinguished in the political, literary 
and scientific world. This Almanac had the 
honor last year of being seized by the Gov- 
ernment, but on trial before a jury it was 
acquitted of the charge against it, of being 
rous to society, and provoking citizens to 
hate the republic and despise the authorities. 


A critic in the Allegemeine Zeitung, in no- 
ticing “ Ottomar, a Romance from the Present 
Time,” the last novel from the pen of Madame 
Von Zollner, takes occasion to give some hard 
hits at women’s novels in er “ It al- 
ways must and always will be a failure,” he 
says, “ when a woman attempts to form a just 
conception of masculine character, and to put 
her conception into language. Female writers 
always comb out smoothly the flaxen hair of 
their heroes, and dress them up in the frock- 
coat of innocence. They go into raptures over 
a sort of green enthusiasm, and a romantic 
fantasticality of virtue, such as we godless fel- 
lows are not guilty of possessing ; and in this 
way they turn out automatons which resemble 
nothing in earth, heaven, or elsewhere.” The 
critic sete admits that Madame Zéllner, 
who is undoubtedly one of the best living Ger- 
man novel writers, possesses remarkable and 
ogee merits. No other woman occupies so 

igh a place with the German public, except it 
be Fanny Lewald. Madame Zéllner is praised 
for the pure moral tone of her writings. 


One of the most accomplished writers in 
France—M. pe Cormenin—and one of the 
most spirituel of that spirituel nation, said at 
Frankfort, “It is true that it is difficult to 
abolish war, but it is far more difficult to 
abolish death; and yet if people would take 
the same pains to avoid the one as they did to 
escape the other, they would certainly aecom- 
plish their object.” 
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”” The au- 
. follow the development — 
in humanity; to expose the tie 

a ancient and modern society in historic 
ormation of 
past, have 
invaded the religious world under the name 
of philosophy, political economy, and social- 
ism ; to set forth the fertile sufferings which 
have brought about that double triumph of 
liberty in ideas and in facts, namely Christian- 
ity and the French Revolution; to indicate 
the questions yet undecided; and to call to 
their solution both the miseries of the labor- 

ing classes and the lights of science. 
Wuatever tay be said of the more elabo- 
rate writings of GzorcE Sanp, it is impossible 
for the most scrupulous critic to deny or re- 
sist the charm of her smaller works, such as 
the “ Mosaic Workers,” the “Devil’s Love,” 
and “ Fadette.” To these she has just added 
another, which is spoken of with the utmost 
delight by all who have read it, as a work of 
remarkable genius. It is intended for the use 
of children, and is called “ The History of the 
veritable Gribonille.” Thetext is accompanied 
by richly engraved illustrations, desi ed by Mr. 


aurice Sand, the son, we believe, of the author. 
— give us 


Why will not some American 
a translation, with the origi 

To the already immense literature of the 
French Revolution, we now have to signalize 
another addition, which is worth the attention 
of those who are not weary of books relating 
to that momentous epoch. It is a “Biogra- 
phy of Camille Desmoulins,” by Ed. Fleuary— 
an octavo volume, lately issued at Paris. The 
author discusses the history of this famous 
pamphleteer and revolutionary rhetorician, as 
an advocate defends a client before a jury. 


illustrations? 


Tue History or THE PrincrPzes, Instrrv- 
Tioxs AND Laws or THE FrencH REVOLUTION, 
from 1789 to 1800, is an anti-revolutionary 
work of elaborate character, and decided ability, 
published a few weeks since at Paris, by an 
anonymous author, who thinks he can do 
something toward getting the world right by 
rolling back some of its monggecent gyrations. 


A roruLak History of the French Revolu- 
tion, from 1789 to 1799, written by HirroitEe 
Macen, and lately published at Paris, in one 
volume, is having a great success among the la- 
boring classes of Paris and other French cities. 
It is of course in favor of the Montangards. 


A VALUABLE MANUAL for students of French 
history is M. Louis Trirrr’s collection of 
French Constitutions, since 1789, with the de- 
crees of the Provisional Government of 1848. 
It has just been issued by Cotillon, at Paris. 


Mraazeau, the great 
subject of a new work just 
enna, from the of 
native of that city, but now a teacher at 
University of Zurich. Jt is in great 
ions, and 


ts previously known. The critics of Vi- 
enna speak in the highest terms of it, as 
worthy to be named along with the most bril- 
liant Ned productions on the same sub- 
ject. They are, however, bound to say the best 

i ible for a book by a Viennese au- 
thor, since they have but few to rejoice in. 


Tue Memorrs or Massena, which have for 
some time been in course of publication at 
Paris, are at last completed, by the issue of the 
final volume, which a the history of the 
campaign of 1810-11, in Portugal. No com- 

lete account of this campaign has ever before 
n published. The book also casts a rs 
deal of light not merely on the history of the 
Marshal himself, but on the wars of Napoleon 
in general. It is founded on documents left 
by Toate, which have not before been pub- 
lished or consulted. 


M. Covusm, who, after having 
more powerful influence in philosophy than 
any of his contemporaries, (though this influ- 
ence was, in a large degree, secondary in its 
character), has acca fray almost ay ery 
We see by a paragraph in the Debats that he 
is collecting and editing all his various wri- 
- upon the subject of education. They 
will fill several volumes. 


exerted a 


ANOTHER TRIBUTE to the memory of Lous 
Purirre, has just been offered by M. R. Paic- 
non, who has collected and published a volume 
of the deceased King’s thoughts and opinions 
on matters of State. This work exhibits the 
mental and political history of its subject in 
the best light, and has the merit of being ar- 
ranged with care and fidelity. 

M. Fewrx Picrory, of the Commission de- 
spatched by the French Government, in search 
of the tomb of Godfrey of Bouillon, has re- 
turned from Asia, and reports some curious 
discoveries relative to the object of the mission. 

A new and enlarged edition of Zumer’s 
Genie des Religions has appeared at Paris, 


Tue PorrticaL Maxims anp THE PRIVATE 
Txovcuts oF FREDERICK THE GREAT is the 
title of a curious piece in the last number of 
Frazer’s Magazine. It is unique as a sample 
of kingcraft; and every line supplies a proof 
of the candor, hypocrisy, unscrupulousness, 
sense ot duty, courage, sensuality, and intel 
lect, of the great Prussian, to whom are par- 
tially due the literary merits or demerits of the 





paper. 








ly circulated 
form. It bears no mark of a woman’s 
massive, and sublime, as 
ld fate drama which the 
moulded out of the im- 
beneficent Titan. From 
the following ex- 
love sonnets, from a series i 
to those in which S 
of his heart-life : 


i 


fe 


i 


Fee 
i 


f all res stueck thd chedd 
The hair beneath. Stand further off, then! Go. 


“Go from me. Yet I feel that I shall stand 
Henceforward in thy shadow. Never more 
u 


that beat double. 
dream include thee, as the wine 
ust taste of its own grapes. And when I sue 
od for myself, He hears that name of thine, 
And sees within my eyes, the tears of two. 


y or nigh 
‘With personal act or speech,—nor ever call 
Some prescience of thee with the blossoms white 


Thou sawest gro ! Atheists are as dull, 
Who cannot Cress God's presence out of sight. 
a time he kissed he but = 4 kissed 
fingers of this hand wherewith I write, 
And ever since it grew more clear and white ; 
How to world — . . . quick with its ‘Oh, list,’ 
When the . A ring of amethyst 


I could ou wear there plainer to my sight 
Than that 


rst kiss. in height 
half-mi 





With sanctifying sw y 

The third, upon my lips was folded down, 

In perfect purple state! Since when, indeed, 

T have been proud, and said, ‘My love, my own.’” 

THE caANDIDATEsHIP between Lord Pal- 
merston and the historian Alison for the office 
of Lord Rector of the University of Glasgow, 
resulted in a majority for the latter, on the 
gross poll, of 69. As, however, of the “ four 
nations” into which the students were distri- 
buted, each of the candidates had two, the 
election should have been decided by the vote 
of the present Rector, Mr. Macaulay ; but he 
declines the, duty, and would not go to the 
university during the contest. 





and ought not to give much satisfaction. 
Tennyson had already a pension from the 
ernment, and was in no need of the 

this office, as one or two others, and as 


izabeth Barrett Browning. 


Tae oricivaL MS. or “ WaveRLEY,”— 
wholly in the handwriting of Sir Walter Scott, 
—the same which was sold in 1831 with the 
other MSS. of the series of novels and ro- 
mances—has been presented to the Advocates’ 
Library at Edinburgh, by Mr. James Hall, bro- 
ther of the late Capt. Basil Hall. Several of 
the MSS. of Scott are in this country, having 
been sold here by Dr. Lardner, soon after his 
arrival here with Mrs. Heavyside. 


Mr. Horace Mayuew, author of the metro- 
politan “Labor and the Poor” articles, has 
ceased to write for the London Morning Chron- 
ticle, the conductors of that journal wishi 
him to suppress, in his reports on the con 
tion of the working classes, facts opposed to 
free trade. This appears to be characteristic 
of the advocates of that side. 

D’Israexi has published an edition of his 
father’s “Curiosities of Literature,” with a 
“ View of the Character and Writings of the 
Author.” He is now engaged upon a Life of 
Lord William Bentinck, which he has under- 
taken at the request of the Duke of Portland. 
We do not think the author of the “ Wondrous 
Tale of Alroy ” will do very well in history. 


Tue Ear or Car.iszz has recently given 
two lectures before the Tradesmen’s Benevo- 
lent Society of Leeds, and the Mechanics’ 
Institute of the same city, upon the Scenes, 
Institutions, and Characteristics of the United 
States, which he visited when Lord Morpeth, 


.LeicH Hunt has poobebiy, dene 2 foolish 
thing in again ming an editor. He is too 
old. We hal the last steamer, “ Leigh 
Hunt’s Journal: a Miscellany for the Cultiva- 
tion of the Memorable, the Progressive, and 
the Beautiful”—certainly a characteristic title. 

A Postuumovus work of JosErH BatMas,— 
(the celebrated Spanish priest, whose book on 
Catholicism and Protestantism has lately been 
translated, and published in Baltimore, and who 
perished prematurely in 1848), has just been 
published, It is entitled Escritos Potshumos, 
Poesias Posthumos, and contains prose and 
verse on science, literature, and politics. 
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» Te Deatu on THE LATE Mrs. Bett Mar- 
Tin, at the Union Place Hotel, in this city, was 
‘noticed in the last number of In 
ternational. It a from a statement in 
the London Times that the vast estates known 
as the Connemara property, to which she had 
succeeded as the daughter and heiress of the 
late Mr. Thomas Martin, of Ballinahinch Cas- 
tle, in Galway, was — the first brought 
into the new “ Encumbered Estates Court,” and 
has been for some months advertised for sale. 
The Dublin Evening Mail has the following 
remarks upon the melancholy history of Mrs. 
Martin, whose novel of “ Julia Howard” must 
for her a very distinguished rank 

among the literary women of our time: 


“ The vicissitudes of life have seldom 
« sadder or more rapid reverse than that by which 
the fortunes of this excellent lady were darkened 
and overthrown. Born to a noble inheritance 
which extended over a territory far exceeding the 
: Ke ok bi 


was considered to be 


her expectancy uivalent, 
over and above all encumbrances and 


ers, swept every inch of property from under her 
feet. Her hopes and her a sag were for ever 
blighted. Her proj br e improvement of 
the wild district over which she had reigned as a 
sort of native sovereign were at an end; and she 
went forth from the roof of her fathers as a wan- 
derer, without a home, and, as it would almost 
appear, without a friend. Never was hard fate 
less deserved ; for her untiring and active benev- 
olence had been devoted from her childhood to 
the comfort and relief of those who suffered, and 
her erful and original mind was incessant] 


xe y 
employed in de means of moral and physi- 
cal audientian tote condition of the tenantry 
her whole 


might perform the various duties o 


moner, schoolmistress, and 
gion, sometimes on foot—more frequently in her 
e boat, well provided with medicaments and 
food, which she impelled by the vigor of her own 
arm through the lakes which stretch along the 
foot of the mountains, How grievous it is to re- 
fect that she should so soon have been driven 
across the ocean if search of a place to lay her 
head. The American editor intimates that the 
object of her v was to collect materials for 
literary works. Wehave no doubt that such was 
among her projects; for she was a very distin- 
gs writer, and would no means eat the 
of idleness or dependence; but there is 





reason to believe that it was a more stringent 


maining there till some favorable change might 
come over the color of her life.” 

Our countrywoman, Mrs. Mowarrt, 
revised and partially rewritten her novels of 
“The Fortune Hunter,” and “Evelyn, or the 
Heart Unmasked,” and they have just 
lishedin London. The Atheneum sa: 

“These tales give us a higher idea of Mrs, 
Mowatt’s talents as an authoress, than her gee 4 


The society whi 

in ‘Evelyn,’ which begins with a wedding out of 
Fleecer’s boarding-house, or in ‘The Fortune Hun- 
ter, which opens with table-talk at Delmonico’s— 
is as sophisticated as any society under which this 
wicked old world groans, and which our Sir E. 
Lytton and Mrs. Gore have satirized—or Balzac 
(to shame the French) has “shown up.” Major 
Pendennis himself could hardly have produced 
anything more blasé in tone than some of the 
pictures of ‘New-York Society’ drawn by this 
American lady,—drawn, moreover, when the lady 
was young. Evelyn is married to a rich man, 
without her heart having any thing to say in the 
matter,—by a mother who is a superfine Mrs, 
Falcon :—and wretched mischief comes of it. 
Brainard, the fortune hunter, is a heartless and 
cynical illustration that a Broadway hunter can be 
as unblushingly mercenary, and as genteelly dis- 
honorable as the veriest old Bond Street hack, 
bred up in the traditions of the Regency, who 
ever began life on nothing and a showy person— 
continued. it on nothing and the reputation of 
fashion—and ended no one cares how or where. 
There are character, smartness and passion in both 
these tales—though a certain looseness of structure 
and incompleteness of style prevent us from being 
extreme in praising or from i 
them by quotation,—and though, as has been sai 
the tone and taste of the life which they describe 
must jar on the feelings of those who are unwil- 
ling to - the decrepitude of elderly civilization 
coming down upon a new country, ere its maturity 
has been vieded te even ere its youth has been 
sufficiently and steadily trained.” 


Mrs. Sovrnworts, the authoress of “Re- 
tribution,” “The Deserted Wife,” &c., has a 
new novel in the press of the Appletons, en- 
titled “ Shannondale.” Mrs. Southworth is the 
most popular of our female novelists, notwith- 
standing the doubtful morality of her works. 








agent of the Manchester 

for the purpose of inquiring into the 

state and prospects of Indian cotton cultiva- 
tion, Mr. Mackay has had experience in the 
collection of statistical information; he has 
lived long enough abroad to know that essen- 
tial differences sometimes lurk beneath exter- 
nal resemblances in the social arrangements of 
two countries, and to be on his against 
the erroneous inferences to which ignorance 
of this fact leads. He is naturally acute, en- 
ergetic, and cautious. For the difficult task of 
investigating and reporting upon the condition 
of an important branch of industry, and the 
circumstances which are likely to promote or 
retard its progress among a community so 
different from the English as that of India, he 
is probably as well fitted as any man who could 
have been selected. The foundation of the 
British Indian empire and the establishment of 
the United States as an independent nation, 
were contemporary events. The loss of her 
American colonies helped to concentrate the 
attention and exertions of England upon her 
Indian dominions. The progress made by 
British India since 1'760, in civilization, mate- 
rial wealth, and intelligent erg ve is barely 
perceptible; while the United States have ex- 
panded from afew obscure colonies into a 
nation second only to Great Britain in the 
value and extent of their commercial relations, 
second to none in intelligence and successful 
enterprise. The Anglo-Norman inhabitants of 
the “Old Thirteen” provinces have made the 
valley of the Mississippi, and the prairies be- 
yond it, which little more than half a century 
ago were mere wastes, the thronged abodes of 
a vigorous and wealthy European population. 
They have done this without the aid of the 
aboriginal tribes, who have proved irreclaim- 
ably addicted to their nomade habits. The 
lo-Normans who rule British India have 

to deal with a country thickly peopled 
with races far advanced in civilization, though 
of a peculiar character; yet, in every respect, 
the results of their efforts lag far behind those 
visible in America. To place the difference in 
a most striking point of view, it is only neces- 
sary to contrast the cotton produce and the 
mercantile marine of British India with those 
of the United States. There is actually a 
more fully-developed steam navigation be- 
tween Panama and California than between 
Bombay and China. The causes of these re- 
sults are plain enough to us, but to the En- 
= they are enigmas. The mission of Mr. 
kay will scarcely end in a revelation of the 


truth, that liberty and independence have kept 
healthy the blood in the vigorous limbs of 
the Americans, while trammels and vassalage 
have deadened the energies of the Indies; but 
it may have an important influence upon the 





information 
cotton-growers of the United States. 


Mr. Dr Quincey is one of the greatest of the 
elder race of literary men now living in Great 
Britain, and we believe he is in no very affluent 
circumstances. The bestowal of a pension 
by the Government upon Mr. James Bailey, an 

itor of the classics, residing at Cambridge, on 
the ground of his “lite ices,” causes 
The Leader thus to refer to the author of 
“The Opium Eater ”— 

“Where is Thomas De Quincey’s ion ¢ 
Some may not regard him, as we do, very 
greatest living master of the English language; 
some may think lightly of those fragmentary 
works and fugitive articles with which he has for 
more than thirty years enriched our literature; 
but, whatever may be the individual estimate of 
his services, one is patent, namely, that you 
British Inlands, pretending to Btsrery culbur, bet 

retending to li ture, 

id wale wil sened Geniiary inches toe 
awaken res of gratitude for high pleasures 
bestowed, in none will it arouse indignation of 
high power to base uses. Now, this we call a 
clear case for national beneficence. He has done 
the state service, and they know it; but they will 
not reward it.” 

Apropos of pensions: Upon the whole, we 
have the best exchequer in the world, and to 
soldiers we have evinced no special lack of 
liberality. To give five hundred dollars a year 
to Mr. Audubon, R. H. Dana, Moses Stuart, 
Edward Robinson, H. R. Schoolcraft, James 
G. Percival, C. F. Hoffman, and some half 
dozen others, would be something toward an 
“honorable discharge” of the country’s obli- 
gations in the premises, and probably no slight 
addition to the happiness of men who have 
added much to the real glory of the nation, 
while it would cost less than a morning’s use- 
less debate in Congress. In a recent letter to 
Lord Brougham, on a cognate subject, Savage 
Landor exclaims: 

“Probably the time is not far distant when the 
arts and sciences, and even literary genius, may 
be deemed no less worthy of this distinction than 
the —— of a thousand men. But how, in the 
midst of our vast ex! iture, 5 80 prodigious 
a sum as five hundred a oo to dhe ead iabes 
anioed’s guar tedinchen? 


A Mr. Cuvss has published in London, in 
a small volume, a paper which he read before 
the Institution of Civil Engineers, on the 
construction of locks and keys. It embraces 
a history of the lock and key from the earliest 
ages, illustrated profusely with wood cuts It 
forms an instructive and entertaining essay ; 
but we think Mr. Chubb might have learned 
something more of the subject in the lock 
factories of Newark and this city. 


Mr. Tickxor’s History of Spanish Literature 
has been translated into German, and is an 
nounced for publication by Brockhaus. 
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Fwy pleted, & ile ie 
com; and Mr. y 
lished it in two handsome volumes, profusely 
illustrated. There is a variety of opinions 
among the critics as to its rank among the 
works of “ Boz”; but it is not contended by 
ph paler a decay of his extraordina- 
ry and peculiar genius. We copy a paragraph 
which strikes usas just, from the Spectator : 

is story has less of London life and town- 
bred character than most of its ecessors ; but 
what may thus be gained in variety is lost in raci- 
ness, breadth, and effect. The iar classes 
forced into existence by the hotbed of a great 
city, and owing a part of their gusto to town 
usage, may be narrow it ote ay with 
general nature, but they are er the sin- 
gularities whom Mr. Dickens copies or — as 
representatives of genteel country life, or human 
nature in general. Bin the nove le there is fre- 
quently an improvement—less effort and greater 
ease, with occasional touches of the felicity of 
Goldsmith ; but we should have thought the work 
was likely to be less — than many of the 
previous tales of Mr. Dickens, as well as rather 
more open to unfavorable criticism. Any prose 
fiction that is to take rank in the first class, must 
have what in epic poetry is called a fable—some 
lesson of life embodied in a story that combines 
the utile and the dulce. This fable should not 
only please the reader by its succession of cohe- 
rent events, and by the variety of its persons and 
fortunes, but should touch by appeals to the com- 
mon kinship of humanity, and teach worldly con- 
duct of ethical lessons by particular incidents, as 
well as by the general development. And when 
this end is attained, eo design or instinct, 
technical rules are readily meres: aaa the 

t rule of unity of action can be di 

vith It does a epiae that Mr. Dich ow hes 
the critical training n to feel the impor- 
tance of this principle, or a knowledge of life 
sufficiently deep and extensive to enable him to 
embody it unconsciously, as a well-chosen story 
will done compel an author todo, So far as 
David Copperfield ap designed with any oth- 
er object than as a vehicle for writing a number 
of sketches, it would seem intended to trace the 
London career of an inexperienced young man, 
with infirmity of p , a dangerous friend, and 
no very experienced advisers. Any purpose of 
this kind is only prosecuted by = es; “the 
theme” is constantly deserted, and matters are 
introduced that have no connection with the hero 
further than his being present at them, or their 
occurring to his acquaintance. In fact, from the 
time that David Copperfield emerges from boy- 
hood, the interest in Ais adventures ceases, beyond 
that sort of feeling which many readers entertain 
of wishing to know “how it ends.” 


Mr. Davin Duptry Fre1p, of this city, one 


of the three commisioners who rae the 
amended Code of the State of New-York, abol- 
ishing the distinction in procedure between 
law and equity, being in land for a brief 
visit, was invited by the leading members of 
the Law Amendment Society to give some ac- 
count of the great changes effected here in 
the administration of justice. He complied, 





subject, poem in his rhetoric, and dis- 
tinct in hi yoy so that od ‘Loplaved 
stitution was most advantageously di 

before his learned and critical hearers. The 
Spectator says of the subject: 


the 
injustice which the English 
the revered name of Law, in the sacred 


remotely to conceive. The keystone of the bar- 
barous i to Justice in our common- 


heavy blows have further undermined the ruin, 
and almost cleared away whatever was feudal in 
; and then came the 


pe tare: are such ye justice can 
ly at a percen utterly disgraceful to 
a nation either honest pie earheaded and 
commercial. We still e a diversity of tri- 
bunals, to administer laws that ought not to be 
inharmonious ; and we are prevented from mak- 
ing the laws harmonious by the difficulties of find- 
ing tribunals able to rule the concord and adminis- 
ter the whole field of law as a single empire. In 
this case, as in a multitude of others, our y 
relations across the Atlantic have done that whi 
we only longed to do. In this rie den nations, 
so far above all other rivalries, they have pushed 
development of institutions which they received 
‘orefathers common to us both, to a more 
rapid perfection than we. Mr. Dudley Field is 
one of three men who framed a constitutional law 
for the State of New York, under which the 
courts of legal and equitable jurisdiction have 
been successfully m ; the enactment has suc- 
ceeded in 
“ Equity swallowi edify- 
ng Oe tae his State, that three other 
States of the Union have resolved to enact, and 
four further States have appointed conferences to 
deliberate upon, a similar ure. It is im- 
possible—however nasrow-minded lawyers may 
object—that what Americans find practicable and 
beneficial should be either impracticable or dis- 


advantageous to Englishmen.” 


A sEeconp Part of the “ Historical Collec- 
tions of Louisiana,” by B. F. French, has been 
published by Mr. Putnam. It contains some 
interesting papers, among which are transla- 
tions of an original letter of Hernando de 
Soto, on the Conquest of Florida, of a brief 
account of de Soto’s memorable expedition to 
Florida, from a 0G discovered manuscript 
by a writer named Biedma, and Hackluyt’s 
translation of the longer narrative “by a 
tleman of Elvas.” It is to be followed, we 
understand, by a second volume. ; 
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itt, par excellence, the bore of his 

He is really 2» person of very 
; of very little information, con- 
opportunities presented by his 
the “learned blacksmith” has no 
at all. He had, indeed, an unusual 


lang uages > 
particle of scholarship; of the philosophy, even 
of his mother tongue, being as ignorant as 
the bellows-hand in his smithy at Worcester. 
But because of this not uncommon faculty of 
iri rds—acquiring them as Zerah 

did a certain mastery of figuics, 
without being able to comprehend any princi- 
ple of mathematics—Mr. Everett, or some one 
else, advertised him as “learned,” and ever 
since he has neglected his fit vocation to crowd 
himself into re places, all over 
Christendom ; to blow continually his penny 
whistle in the ears of the little people called 
philanthropists ; to speak and write in addresses 
and letters immense aggregations of ambitious 
platitudes, to pontiffs, emperors, kings, parlia- 
ments, etc., ting their particular affairs, 
all of which. addresses and letters are as cogent 
as the barkings sent by a lap-dog toward the 
moon, and receive from all sorts of people, except 
diminutives and impertinents whose profession 
is “ philanthropy,” just about as much consid- 
eration as Dian yields to the fast-yelping cur. 
It is all unfortunate, for poor Elihu Burritt 
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will never be persuaded that he is a subject of 


derision only, instead of admiration ; that men 
pause to regard him as a miracle of conceit 
and assurance rather than as a prophet; and 
that his commonplaces about “olive leaves,” 
“calumets,” “ universal brotherhood,” “ father- 
land,” ete., have no more influence than the 
maudlin rigmarole of the madman whose pre- 
ternatural force is lost in senility. It is time 
for Elihu Burritt to go back to his shop: the 
world wants a new fool. 

Joun Mitts, remembered by some unfortu- 
nate New-Yorkers as John St. Hugh Mills, has 
written half a dozen tolerable novels since he 
went home, and he is now publishing, in the 
United Service Magazine, a series of papers 
illustrative of his American travels, in which he 
illustrates his knowledge and veracity by certain 
anecdotes, which are described as having occur- 
red on “che western prairies of Louisiana.” 


Presment Hrrcncock, of Amherst College, 


who is oe of a very conclusive treatment 
of the subject, has in the press of Philips & 


Sampson, a’ work on the connection of l- 
ogy and Religion. 








tions, it may as decidedly the most 
masterly and sati production that has 
yet in ethnology. The of 


its republication affords us the more sa ion, 
because the superficial and flippant infidelity of 
= Robert om 4 been nae 
a respectable publishing house, and wi 
diffused. The “ wpe, Fant: by Dr. Keon 
is what is called a clever book; the Yankees 
might style it “smart ;” but it is no more enti- 
tled to consideration as an exhibition of schol- 
arship, intellectual strength, or fairness, than 
the rigmarole of the Millerite or the Mormon. 
Tue Homcoratnic Review ann Quark 
TERLY JouRNAL oF MeEpicat Science, is a 
new periodical, commencing with the year, of 
which the general character is indicated by 
the title. It is edited by Dr. Marcy, author 
of “ The Homeeopathie Theory and tice,” 
one of the most eminent scholars and suc- 
cessful practitioners of the new school; Dr. 
Herring, of Philadelphia, whose name is famil- 
iar to the students of German literature and 
science, and who was one of the most trusted 
friends of Hahnemann; and Dr. Metcalfe, who 
has been known as an able lawyer and inge- 
nious critic, and who is regarded as a very ac- 
complished physician. Under such direction, 
the Homeopathic Review can hardly fail of 
success. It will certainly, we think, commend 
the doctrines of the Hahnemannists to the fa- 
vorable consideration of all thoughtful readers, 
and compel those who have been accustomed to 
deride the new principles to a courteous treat- 
mentofthem. Mr. ide is the publisher. 


Tue cheapness of good books and good 
editions is one of the wonders of our time. 
American publishers have done much toward 
bringing literature into the homes of the poor, 
but the cheap books manufactured in this 
country have, for the most part, been badly 
printed, and in every respect so wretchedly put 
together, that they were hardly worth preserv- 
ing after a first reading. The English are now 
competing vigorously for the popular market 
here, and mainly, through the house of Bangs 
& Brother of this city. Bohn and other great 
London publishers are supplying us with well 

rinted, well bound, and excellently illustrated 
oks, at prices altogether lower than those for 
which the American manufacturers have offered 
or can afford them. To sell such a book as 
Lodge’s Portrait Gallery, in eight volumes, 
with all its finely engraved heads, for ten dol- 
lars, one must have the world for a market; 
and so with the long list of important writin, 
in the compactly but correctly and elegantly 
printed volumes of Bohn’s Standard Library 
—the best and cheapest popular series ever 
issued in any country. 





























pages emoir of Gray, just published, 
says of Jacob Bryant, who has been dead 
a century, that “ he has recorded ;” that “ Gray 
retained a high admiration of Dryden’s poetry, 
as was strongly expressed,” &c.; that an ode 
published in 1747, “being the first publica- 
tion of his English verse” (meaning his first 
publication in English verse); that Gray 
could not “ break through the circumspection 
of so contracted a system of metaphysics 
as that of Locke's ;” that “it is apparent from 
what Gray has done” (as if Gray were now 
living, or present), &c. &c. &c. &c. &c., all 
through every thing he publishes. Such 
things in a professor of mathematics would 
attract no attention, but they will be observed 
in a “ Professor of English Literature.” 


Mr. Bancrort is not, as we were led by 
some newspaper to state in the International, 
in printing his History of the Revo- 
lution ; and when he does give it to the press, it 
is by no means likely that he will have to leave 
New-York to find a publisher for it. The 
History of the Colonization of America— 
introductory to the History of the United 
States—has secured for Mr. Bancroft a place 
among the greatest historians ; he has now the 
assurance that he is ary | for other ages ; and 
he will not endanger his fame, nor fail of the 
utmost perfection in his work, for any needless 
haste. This second part of his History will 
probably occupy five volumes; and although 
the story has nee written by many han 
with more or less fulness and various degrees 
of justice, Mr. Bancroft will have studied it 
from beginning to end in the original materials, 
of which his collection is by far the best that 
has ever been made. If upon this field any 
one successfully competes with him for the 
historic wreath, he must come after him, and 
be guided by his light. 


Henry R. Scuootcrart, LL. D., is occupi- 
ed, as his official duties permit, in the — ~ 
sition of memoirs of his long and honorably 
distinguished life. His great work upon the 
History and Condition of the Indians, now in 
press, and to be published in some half-dozen 

lendid quarto volumes by be 5 tome 
Grambo & Co., of Philadelphia, will contain 


the fruits of his observations in that depart- 
ment which he has made so peculiarly his 
own, and upon which he will always be the 
chief and highest authority; but his personal 
adventures, and his reminiscences of his con- 
temporaries, will form the subject of this addi- 
tional performance. 








Columbia College, in New- 
the most interesting 
history. His abilities, learning, sotirey, and 
influence, entitle him to be in the class 
of Franklin (who was his friend and corree-' 
nee whe Jena at his press in! 

hiladelphia, several of his a as a 
promoter of the highest civilization in the’ 
colonies. Except the Memoirs of Franklin,’ 
we have hitherto had no more attractive speci- 
men of biography than the book known as 
Dr. Chandler’s Life of Dr. Johnson. Frank- 
lin’s Memoirs, it is well known, never came 
before the public in the form in which they 
were written, until a few years ago, and it has 
lately been discovered that Dr. Johnson’s had 
suffered a similar disadvantage. Dr. Johnson 
amused himself in his old age by writing re- 
collections of his life and times, which, after 
his death, were placed in the hands of Dr. 
Chandler, who changed them from the first to 
the third person, omitted many particulars 
which he did not deem it expedient to publish, 
and added others which the modesty of Dr. 
Johnson had not allowed him to write. The 
book thus made by Dr. Chandler was printed 
by his son-in-law, the late Bishop Hobart, 
who probably was not aware of its origin. 
But Dr. Johnson’s MS. has now been discoy- 
ered, and it will immediately be given to the 
ora under the supervision of the Rev. Mr. 

itkin, of Connecticut, who is adding to it 
many notes and illustrative documents. It is 
very much to be regretted that so little of the 
extensive correspondence of Dr. Johnson with 
the chief persons of his time in the literary 
and the religious world abroad, has been pre- 
served; but the book will contain numerous 
letters by his more eminent contemporaries 
which have not appeared elsewhere. 


Somesopy has made the “discovery” that 
General Charles Lee, of the revolutionary 
army, was not unwilling to be considered the 
author of “ Junius ;” and two or three of our 
contemporaries have been busy with the sub- 
ject of the internal and other evidence in the 
—_ + pa critics are about as wee 5 the 

itor of an evening paper who published one 
of the old W: oat y semasd, lately, as an 
important historical document. It was “char- 
acteristic,” that the chief wrote so familiarly 
to his wife of affairs! In the same way, the 
history of the Book of Mormon (originally) 
com as a religious novel by the Rev, 
Solomon Spaulding), appears as a curious and. 
altogether new exposure! We shall not be. 
surprised if the same journals advise us that) 
Walter Scott wrote the Waverley Novels. 


Emmi Girarpin has a new book L’Aboli- 
tion dela Misére, in which he proposes the en- 
tire abolition of suffering. He has “found the 
philosopher’s stone.” 











“Somesony is writing for the United Service, the to ‘contrary. 
“Reminiscences of a pdglv ef Ws cheghessto ‘reckoned it was on his box,’ and that was 
we have looked into a of his chapters to ” 

see what sort of stall, senpscting Asterica, Of the personal appearance of the Americans: 
thus submitted to the officers of her Majesty’s erties spre ayo arrived from the 
Army and Navy. The style of 2 fellow who Slied Gis Geena: osee een and 
talks of his “fellow countrymen” (not mean- SS very strik ae Tey a — 


us, may be referred to as illustrating the causes 
d against 
the United States. After describing his arrival 
at the Tremont House, in Boston, he says: 
“A clerk —s our old friend Parker], dress- 
ed in the height of fashion, presided at bar 
[meaning the office] at which we applied for rooms, 
wherein to our duties of toilet. The 
one to which I was directed contained several beds 
without curtains, from which the occupants had 
evidently but a short time previously taken their 
This was however a matter of indiffer- 


ence, as I imagined the apartment would have been 
today mag geo In the course of a 
few minutes however, the door was opened, and in 
walked an individual, who, depositing a small car- 
bag on the floor, commenced operations of a 
similar nature to those I myself was engaged in— 
not a word was at first ex: between us; he 
eyed me critically, I returned the compliment, till 
at iength I was favored with ‘Stranger, I guess 
you are from Europe’ (a see accent on the last 
syllable), immediately followed by questions as to 
where I was going, what was my business, dvc. 
This was somewhat amusing, so I informed my 
gentleman I was journeying to New-York, where- 
he told me I should see an ‘almighty fine 
city. His —- being next attracted by my 
itean, which was lying open on a chair, he 

strode up and d into it most attentivly. 

inking I might as well follow his example, I 
did the same by his carpet ; Whereupon 
giving a grunt of dissatisfaction, he collected his 
valuables and soon after took himself off.” 

Thirty years ago, the Duke of Saxe Weimar 
published a western story of a coachman who 
said, “I am the gentleman what’s to drive 
you.” Our very original United Service tourist 
tells of » visit to Mount Auburn, and adds: 

“Whilst driving back to the hotel I happened 
to remark, ‘That is the man who drove us from 
the steamer in the morning.’ Upon which ‘Jehu’ 

uickly replied, ‘I reckon I'm the gentleman that 
Save you. This information was received on our 
part with all the respect due to the elevated rank 
of our charioteer.” 

In a paragraph about luggage: 

“The American trunk is a ponderous solid affair 
made of wood, secured with braces of iron, stud- 
ded with brass or iron nails, and usually having 
the name or initials of the owner, and frequently 
the state of which he is a native, painted on it in 
large white letters. Owing to this custom, the 
traveller is liable to be addressed by any ia- 
rity appertaining to his trunk being affixed there- 
to. Thus a gentleman passing through the states, 
found himself designated as ‘Mr. Air Tight, be- 
cause this simple term was marked on the outside 
of a tin-box, and no affirmations on his part could 





ous looking creatures; their general, far from pre- 
ing, in no way improved 
poceae-prereess me ee 


And this trash is from one of the most repu- 
table periodicals published in London—the one 
of all most especially addressed to gentlemen. 

In the next number of his “ Reminiscences” 
the author promises a sketch of the city of 
New-York, for which his authority will proba- 
bly be Mrs. Trolloppe, Mr. Joseph Miller, and 
the last pick-pocket who went home to London. 


Tue “Pzace Coneress,” in which we have 
most faith—the only one that is likely to exert 
any very desirable influence, is that to assemble 
next year in Hyde Park. This will be a dis- 
play of works rather than one of words; and 
a of its lingual character, which will 
Ye very conclusively that as yet “all the 
nations of the earth” are not “as one people,” 
we find in The Leader this paragraph: 

“The Exhibition of 1851, seems to promise a 
whole literature of its own. Journals are already 
established for the record of its proceedi Use- 
ful information will be at a premium—unless there 
should happen to be a “glut ;” while in the shape 
of translations and dialogue-books, every facility 
will be offered to foreigners. What a Babel -it 
will be! rep hee tesartgpedy es | 
Slavonic and Teutonic gutturals, or di led by 
the breadth of Southern vowels. It will be a 
marvel if this incursion of barbarians do not very 
much affect the purity of our own tongue, and 

the tender susceptibility of the London 
ear, already so delicate that when an actor says 
—as it sometimes happens—“ Donnar Elvirar is 
coming,” the whole audience rises in a mass to 
protest against the outrages on taste. We are 
told the Athenians were also merciless critics in 
such matters. Nay, there is a famous anecdote 
perpetuaHy cited as an illustration of Athenian 
delicacy in matters of pronunciation, that Theo- 
hrastus was known to be a foreigner even by a 
Rerbeeller. People who wonder at every thing 
recorded of the Greeks, will regard us probably 
as reckless iconoclasts if we break that by a stone 
flung from common sense; but really, with the 
daily experience of Scotchmen and Irishmen be- 
fore us, we must say the most wonderful part of 
the anecdote is, that it should have been recorded. 
Theo came from Lesbos—if we remember 
rightly—and his pronunciation, therefore, naturally 
rved some of the Lesbian flavor, as Carlyle’s 
oes that of Annandale. Would any critic com- 
— the cockney on delicacy of ear because it 
letects the accent of Carlyle, or Sheridan Knowles, 
to be other than its own true London accent? Yet, 
this is precisely what critics do with respect to the 
Athenians.” 
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t the most extraordinary 
ex ex- 
amples of the harmonious and effective com- 


nently 
Mazzini is now the chief apostle of republi- 
canism in Europe, as Milton was in the time of 
the Protector. He devises and executes the 
schemes which promise advances of liberty 
and happiness, and he is equal to the defence 
with the pen of every thing he essays in af- 
fairs. oung Italy,” since it was put down 
by French bayonets, has had as little quar- 
ter from parasite writers as from patristic 
vernors; but Mazzini has come to her de- 
ence with as vigorous a pen as that with 
which Milton vindicated the people of Eng- 
land against the ne Salmasius, under 
similar circumstances. In another part of 
this number of the International, we have 
copied from the London Examiner a re- 
viewal of Mazzini’s work on the Italian revy- 
olution. We should be glad to see it criti- 
cised by Mr. Walsh also, or by Professor 
Bowen, in his North American Review. 

Since Sm Francis Heap went home from 
Canada, and finished the last edition of his 
“Bubbles” and “Travels,” and the funny 
anathema of poor Mr. William Lyon Mac- 
kenzie, in the Times, he has been very quiet, 
except now and then, when he has given an 
explosive and amusing paper in the Quarterly. 
But now he has published a new book, on 
“The Defenceless State of Great Britain,” in 
which, the Examiner says “he has made up 
for lost time.” Says the critic, “It is caleu- 
lated to rouse all the old women in the 
country. Such a fee-fa-fum of a book we 
never read. The Duke’s letter to Sir John 
Burgoyne was nothing to it, and it beats even 
Lord llesmere hollow.” The baronet thinks 
every thing portends a French invasion, and 
he advocates the largest “ war footing.” 





Tue Rev. Dr. BLoomrtetp, whose edition of 
the Greek Testament is so well known in this 
country, has just published two volumes of 
additional — sane pagina we ex- 
planatory, in fulfilment of a promise made in 
‘the third edition of his Kew Testament, in 
|1839. This promise was, that he would make 
ino further change in the notes to the New 
‘Testament, but reserve all additions for a sep- 
‘arate supplementary work. That work, after 
‘the direct labor of eleven years, is now 
‘published; forming a companion to all the 
editions of Bloomfield’s Greek Testament ex- 
cept the first two. The annotations relate to 
a critical examination of the readings of the 
text, with the reasons for that selected, philo- 
logical notes on the meaning of words, and 
exegetical annotations on the verbal interpre- 
tations of passages. 





Mr. Coorer has a new book in press which, 
in New-York, will produce a profounder sensa- 
tion, than any he has yet written. It is entitled 
social wee f the ed = aan 

condition o: , 

as it is known only to fair of “ The 
Little ” Mr. Cooper is a 
thoro New-Yorker; he is intimately ac- 
ee all the sources of her . - 
present and prospective greatness ; e 
watehed, with such emotions as none but a 
gentleman of the old school can feel, the infu- 
sion and gradual diffusion of those principles 
of plebeianism and ruffianism, from discon- 
tented improvideace, immigration, and other 
causes, which threaten to messi | whatever has 
justified the wisest pride; and to sink—not 
raise—all the mob of people to a common 
level. He has his whims, and though they 
have won for him little popularity, we regret 
that they are not shared more largely by the 
public, which will never appreciate his merits 
as a censor, until the best features of our 
civilization are quite obliterated. 


Mr. Jupp, the author of “Margaret,” an 
original, indigenous, striking, and in many re- 
spects brilliant New-England story, po. | of 
“Philo,” a crude, extravagant, ridiculous mass 
of versified verbiage, has lately published 
(through Phillips & Sampson, of Boston,) a 
new work entitled “Richard Edney, or the 
Governor’s Family; a Rus-Urban Tale, sim- 
ple and popular, yet cultured and noble, of 
morals, sentiment and life.” It is worthy of 
the author of “ Margaret.” Though it evinces 
very little of the constructive faculty, it illus- 
trates in every page a quick and intelligent ob- 
servation, a happy talent for characterization, 
and great independence in speculation. 

Mr. C. P. Castants, formerly known in this 
country as an agreeable lecturer upon various 
subjects connected with Modern Greece, has 
just published (through Lippencott, Grambo 
& Co., of Philadelphia), a narrative of his 
captivity and escape during the massacre b 
the Turks on the Island of Scio, together wi 
various adventures in Greece and America. 


Mr. E. G. Squier, whose a work upon 
Americau antiquities, published by the Smith- 
sonian Institute, made for him a most desira- 
ble reputation, is now engaged in the prepara 
tion of an elaborate work upon the remains 
of ancient civilization in Central America, to 
contain the results of investigations during his 
recent official residence there. 

NatuanreL Hawruorne’s new work, “The 
House of Seven Gables,” is in the press of 
Ticknor, Reed & Fields, of Boston. 


Miss Fenmore Cooper, whose beautiful 
work entitled “Rural Hours in America” has 
been so much and so justly applauded, has a 
new volume in the press of Putnam. 








adebt contracted by her father. Apropos of the 


purpose of her life, and the sphere of her sex : 
“She became an artist—not in a week, a month, 
a year. Art exacts of its votaries no less service 


he 

an artist—that is, a great artist. The hierarchies 

of the soul’s doniinion belong only to man, and it 
it they should. He it was whom God creat- 


earnest prose writers, who, by lofty truth that lies 
hid beneath legend and rai le, purify the world, 
u 


painters and itiful musicians, each 

i ing their generation with serene and holy 
these; let woman shine! But her 

sphere is, ever must be, bounded; because, 
however lofty her genius may be, it always dwells 
in a woman’s breast. Nature, which gave to man 
the dominion of the intellect, gave to her that of 
the heart and affections. These bind her with 
everlasting links from which she cannot free her- 
self,—nay, she would not if she could. Herein 
man has the advantage. He, strong in his might 
of intellect, can make it his all in all, his life’s sole 
aim and guerdon. A Brutus, for that ambition 
which is misnamed patriotism, can trample on all 
human ties. A Michael Angelo can stand alone 
with his ius, and so go sternly down into a 
desolate old age. But there scarce ever lived the 
woman who would not rather sit meekly by her 
own hearth, with her husband at her side, and her 
re een bertien weatnds Cake 


“Thus woman, seeking to strive with man, is 
made feebler by the very spirit of love which in 
her own sphere is her chiefest strength. But some- 
times chance, or circumstance, or wrong, ape | 
up her woman’s nature, converts her into a self- 

human soul. Instead of life’s sweet- 
ness, “9 has a her life’s § gros pm The 
struggle passed, her genius may lift itself upward, 
expand and grow eighty ; mB 80 mighty as 
man’s, but still great and glorious. Then, even 
while she walks over the world’s rough pathway, 
heaven’s glory may rest oo her up-turned brow, 

she may become a light unto her generation.” 

DavrzennerG, a Flemish poet, has issued 
at Brussels a volume of small compositions, 
which, a from freshness of fancy and 
beauty of thought, are remarkable for the cor- 
reviness and smoothness of their form. The 
Flemish tongue is used by him with a lyrical 
success that would reflect honor on a writer in 
the more melodious dialects of Southern Eu- 
rope. He has also licked that jaw-cracking 
tongue so far into shape, that it serves for 
regular hexameters. 








es of 
of Scotland, soon to be issued from the press 
of the ar eat resembles generally her former 
work, by the suecess of which it was 


the bio; ies of the Northern Queens, as 
“adjuncts” to the lives of those of England. 
A good deal of matter was collected in refer- 
ence to the later Queens of Scotland d 
the bio, r’s researches for the Queens 
England ; nae by further inqui- 
ries among public private archives, 
cially among the muniment-chests of aoble 
Scottish families, forms the materials of the 
resent andertaking. The “lives” do not 
in till the Tudor times, when the nearer 
relationship with England imparts a greater in- 
terest to the subject, not only from the closer 
communication between the courts, but from 
the prospects of the Scottish succession to the 
English crown. 


Joun 8S. Dwicut, of Boston, has recently 
delivered an admirable lecture before the Mer- 
eantile Library Association of this city, on 
“ Operatic Music,” illustrated by a critical ex- 
amination of Rossini’s Don Giovanni. Mr. 

ight’s rare musical learning and accom- 
plishments, his exquisite taste in art, and his 
remarkable felicity of expresaion, were dis- 
played to singular advantage in this masterly 
lecture, and won the cordial applauses of the 
most appreciative critics in his large and highly 
intelligent audience. 

A History of the Greek Revolution is 
soon to be given to the public by Baron 
ProxresH Ostex, who for many years was 
Austrian ambassador at Athens, and who now 
fills the same office at Berlia. Of course his 
book will be published at Vienna. 





A New Ebpition or THE CompLetTE Works 
or GoETHE, in thirty volumes (it would look 
much better and be far more convenient in 
fifteen), is advertised in Berlin. Two volumes 
are ready, and the whole are to be issued be- 
fore the close of 1851. ~ 


W. G. Smms, LL. D., is referred to in the 

Literary Gazette as having delivered’ 

in Charleston lately an elaborate poem entitled 

“The City of the Silent,” on the occasion of 
the consecration of a beautiful rural cemetery 

near that city. : 


Dr. Ottver Wenvett Hoxmes is writing’ 
a biographical sketch of the late Dr. Parkman,’ 
to form a part of a work called “ The ; 
factors of the Medical School of Harvard Uni-’ 
versity,” of whieh the poet is himself one of the* 
professors. itn 
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PrerRe Dvronr, the Parisian Socialist poet, 
‘has lately issued a new book con six 
songs that have not before a ed. 


nt is as much a favorite with people 
r,and though he does not equal 


as 
the latter in originality of fancy and gayety of 
spirit, he even excels him in revo tio 

int and enthusiasm. His songs are hea 


every workshop and at every popular ban- 
uet, their words and music are universall 

familiar , and when the clubs were permitted: 
each meeting was opened and closed with a 
song of Dupont’s, the whole audience joini 
in the chorus. This was done instinctively iat 
without previous arrangement. It often hap- 
pened, too, that after some orator had deliv- 
ered an ardent speech, Dupont would appear 
at the tribune with a new song which he had 
composed on the inspiration of the moment. 
Now each new political event is sure of a 
response from this poet ; one of his late pro- 
ductions is the Chant du Vote (vote song), in 
which he denounces the attempt of the Gov- 
ernment to destroy universal suffrage. Per- 
haps his most powerful production is the Mar- 
sellaise of Hunger ; the hold this has taken on 
the public may be judged from the fact, that 
when at the theatre of the Porte St. Martin a 
piece was performed, called Misery, founded 
on incidents in the Irish famine, when the cur- 
tain went down at the end of the first act, the 
beholders spontaneously set up this song. So 
in the same theatre, when the piece represent- 
ing the downfall of Rome was performed (this 
piece afterwards became famous through its 
prohibition by the Government), one of the 
spectators in the pit began the chorus of Du- 
pont’s Soldier’s Song: 


“ Les peuples sont pour nous des freres 


Et les tyrans des ennemis,’ 


the whole house joined in, and the performance 
had to be interrupted till the song was ended. 
The Chant des Transporiés wherever it is 
heard moves the people to tears and indigna- 
tion. The Peasant’s Song prophecies the time 
when independent industry shall render the 
earth blooming with fertility, and the corn and 
wine shall “be free as warmth in summer 
weather.” While the majority of his poems 
are political and social, some of them are full of 
love and appreciation of outward nature. In 
one, the Romance of the Poplar, this sentiment 
is finely combined with the spirit of liberty. 


Araco’s great work, which was some time 
since announced in the International, is now 
nearly complete and will soon be given to the 

wblic. The scientific and literary world of 
urope expect it with impatience. It is said 
even that Alexander von Humboldt intends to 
be its translator into German, but this is not 
probable. It is also rumored that the author 
gives an appendix in which he for the moment 
abandons science for politics, in order to pay 
off some of the attacks he has suffered from 
on. Our own opinion is that he had bet- 

ter stick to his trade and leave Proudhon alone. 
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‘umes of his “Orations and 





Cuar.es Sumner has = (thro 
Ticknor, Reed & Fields of Boston,) two 
Addresses.” Mr. 


Sumner is a scholar of the finest and rarest 
capacities and accomplishments. He is of the 
school of Everett, but has more earnestness, 
and consequently more compactness of ex- 
ression, and more force. He enters heartily 
into all the ‘progressive’ movements of the 
day, and is of many the intellectual leader. 
His bravery is equal to every emergency into 
which he may be led by a search after truth, 
and to all combats he brings arms of the tra- 
est metal and most exquisite polish. There 
are in New-England many more fervid and 
powerful orators, but we know of none whose 
orations are delivered with amore pleasing elo- 
quence. We have not leisure now to review 
Mr. Sumner’s volumes; but if among our 
readers there are any who desire to see dis- 
played the “very form and spirit” of the new 
age, we commend them to “ The True Grand- 
eur of Nations,” and the other discourses, 
speeches, and essays, here published. 


“Tue Mannatraner In New-Orzeans” is 
the title of a small volume, from the press of 
J. S. Redfield, which was written by an ac- 
complished New-York lawyer who had resided 
some time in the Crescent City. It is a very 
graphic and delightful picture of the social 
life of the metropolis of the South; betray- 
ing a quick insight, a genial appreciation of 
what is manly, and fairness in re to eve- 
ry thing. We have had need of such a book, 
for hitherto we northerners have generally 
knewn less of our southern neighbors than 
even Professor Bowen knew of the a 
ans, before Mrs. Putnam enlightened hi 
We are sorry that Mr. Hall, to whom we are 
indebted for “The Manhattaner in New-Or- 
leans,” intimates that it is the last book for 
the preparation of which he will ever have 
withdrawn his attention from the law. 

“E.izaBeTtH Barrett Browninc, Marca- 
RET Futver p’Ossout, anp GeorcE Sanp,” is 
the title of an article in which the characters 
and genius of these three remarkable women 
is discussed, in the last number of T'he Palla- 
dium, a new English monthly. 





Ike Marvet’s “Reveries of a Bachelor,” 
— by Baker & Scribner), appears to be 
the “book of the season.” All the critics 
it as one of the choicest specimens of half. 
romance and half-essay, that has appeared in our 
time. But for ourselves—we have not read it. 


Tue suBsEcT oF “Juntus” is again discussed 
in “ Junius and his Works, Compared with the 
character and Writings of the Earl of Chester- 
field,” by W. Cramp, just published in London. 


Parke Gopwny’s beautiful story of “Vala.” 
suggested by the career of Jenny Lind, has 
been issued in a luxurious quarto, by Putnam.’ 
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Louis. — artists and artisans of Munich 
i apagarrp to make to ex-King Louis of 
‘ia a gift such as monarchs have not often 
It consists of a writing-desk and 
The desk is of oak irs Dy adorn- 
See ere Serpe oe wie locks and the Ba- 

fatitles the tenet charssing ya 
most i represent- 
ng the various arts and trades. The album 
und in crimson velvet, the clasps and or- 
naments of gilt bronze. On the outside is a 


Sere tae beceeeecas 
its, represen wis surro 
artists. A smaller medallion stands in 


’ varia, Vd Hal- 
big; historic painters by Esseling; and land- 
seape and genre painters by Widnmann. Be- 
tween the two upper medallions is a rich or- 
nament with the arms of the four tribes of 
Bavaria in enamel, and the inscription “ Louis 
I, King of Bavaria :” between the lower me- 
dallions is a similar ornament with “The Ger- 
man Artists, A.D. 1850.” All the ornaments 
are in the old German style of the fifteenth 
century. In the Album are 177 sheets, each 
eontaining a contribution from some artist. 
The title-page is by Esseling. Kaulbach has a 
drawing of unusual freshness and beauty, 
representing the King calling to new life, at 
Rome, the neglected art of Germany. But 
we have not space to speak of the works of 
individual artists in this remarkable collection. 
Itis enough to say that every distinguished paint- 
erand sculptor in Germany is represented in it. 


_Cuartes Eastiake has been chosen Presi- 
dent of the Royal Academy, and the Queen has 
made him a knight. Sir Charles Eastlake is 
in some respects a great painter, and he has 
produced many works which evince very re- 
markable talents. Among the few pictures 
by him which evince genius, is that owned by 
Mr. Henry Carey Baird, of Philadelphia, of 
“Hagar and Ishmael.” He has done some- 
thing in literature, and from his own account 
of himsclf we quote, that, like Haydon, he 

yas born at Plymouth, a soil congenial to art, 
for in its environs was also the birth-place of 
Sir Joshua Reynolds. Like Rembrandt, Rey- 
nolds, and so many before them, Eastlake 
showed an early aversion to the Latin Gram- 
mar. He fied the Charter-house school; and 
8 glimpse of Haydon’s picture of “ The Den- 
tatus,” which was at that period exhibited at 
Plymouth, made him a painter. After study- 
ing in the Academy two years, under Fuseli 
he produced "The Raising of Jairus’s Daugh- 
ter.” This won him a patron, in Mr. - 


pan, by whom he was commissioned to make 
std of the mincls of art, at that time 
ected in the Louvre by Napoleon. Here 
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ral 


e ling 
sudden return of Napoleon from 
a not much later period, the fallen 
came himself the subject of his pencil. 
lake made a sketch of the ex- ras 
mega from the way of the Bellero- 

on, when at ahchor in Plymouth roads, inté- 
as the iast delineation of a noble vie 


in 


age, then unti with chagrin. In 1817 
and 1819 he visited Italy and Greece, rather 
stirring up their living treasures than measur 


then laid the foundatixn of that mtimate 
know of the arts, be they called forma- 
tive, arehitectural, plastic, or pictorial, the able 
elucidation of which renders his writings 60 
valuable. Thus, whilst all the technical skill 
of ancient colorists is found in his i 
painting, all the principles on which h 
and Venetian masters proceeded are found in 
his writi Those who reflect on the un- 
ceasing labors of the Seeretary of the Fine 
Art Commission, will be rather inclined to be- 
lieve that the bw oa bt alone 
wanting to render e the iti 
ear at art in England. We need a. anraed 
tion his translation of Géethe’s “ Theory of 
Colors,” the “ Notes to Kugler,” and the “ Ma- 
terials for a History of Oil Painting.” 


New Picrure sy Kaurtpacn. The King 
of Bavaria has ordered from Kaulbach a 
picture some twenty feet high, to represent 
the Apotheosis of a Good Prince. The lucky 
potentate is to be painted rising from the 
tomb, and conducted up to heaven by attend- 
ing angels, where the Saviour, enthroned be- 
tween the cherubim of Power and Justice, 
receives him with o arms. The purple 
mantle and crown, the signs and adornments 
of earthly might, sink from the pe oe 
monarch upon the tomb, around which the 
Seven Works of Mercy bear witness for 
him, while the Seven Deadly Sins lie under 
the earth asleep and rhe Bann King. 
the composition was s the King. 
Kaulbach has advancéd so far with its exe- 
cution that the cartoon is nearly completed. 


Tue Royat Russian Porcetam Manvrac- 
TORY, at Berlin, is known over the world for 


supervision of the artistic department of the 
institution. Among its members, are the emi! 
nent Cornetivs, the sew! Rives, 
and the architect HuEr. 




















during the debate so famous 
passages between Mr. Webster and Col. 


Mr. Healey is said to be a very wor- 
thy person, and it is to be regretted his 


he is really a painter of very o eapaci- 
ties. We have probably je B hundreds who 
are very much superior to him. It is impossi 
ble te point to even one portrait by him that is 
remarkable for any excellence; and all his 
fame rests, rather than upon his productions, 
upon his having received orders from Louis 
Philippe. We remember the general surprise 
with which groups of his portraits, displayed 
in the rotunda of the capitol, were viewed 
by critics. The “study” of Daniel Webster, 
upon whose every feature God has set the 

ible stamp of greatness, was among them, 
and it looked like the prim keeper of the ac- 
counts in a respectable grocery-store. So of 
all the rest. Men sat to him from deference 
to the wishes of the King, but every body felt 
that he was not an artist. Accidents and 
newspapers may confer a transient reputation, 
but they can endow no one with abilities ; and 
te espouse the cause of newspapers against 
the cause of nature is a grievous wrong, in 
the end, to both newspapers and nature. 

AN ELEGANT work of much value to the 
students of modern art has lately appeared at 
Berlin, under the title of Rimische Studien 
(Roman Studies), from the pen of Von Kest- 
NER, a diplomatist by profession. The author, 
who by the way is a son of the famous 
Cuar.orte, the heroine of Goethe’s “Wer- 
ther,” dwells with the utmost partiality on these 
German artists, who have developed their tal- 
ents by long and intimate acquaintance with 
Roman art, and who are now at work in the 
fatherland. To the productions of “Corne- 
lius,” he devotes a great deal of space. The 
special purpose of the work, as the author 
says in his preface, is to glorify Germany in 
the great creations of its artists. 


ES Purinarmonic Socrety of rps at one 
its recent concerts, gave a piece of original 
Bnesion urede, oailed eo “ 


written a deal for the Imperial 1 at 
Pe a iis dered atliian den 
heh, teh, B itics as 
most original striking, in unlike 
familiar to Western or Southern fre: 








usually in its not be 
surprised out of it there should arise a 
quite new order of compositions. 


Tre GortHe InteRrrance—an extensive 
collection of models, i ginal deawe 
Sayn Be. colicoued Oy tha giths petals 
in .5 CO e poe to 
be sold at Weimar, fer the benefit of his heirs, 
two grandsons. A catalogue raisonnée has 
been published by Fromman, at Jena, and 
it makes a very interesting book. It is sug- 

in the Art-Journal for December, that 
if the collection were distributed in separate 
lots, in America, or England, or Germany, flie 
heirs would realize three or four times as mu 
as they will bya single sale for the who 
which they have determined Letters 
wpa fie subject may be addressed to Baron 

alther Von Goethe, at Vienna. 


Tue autHor of the following remarks on 
Art-Untons, is an eminent artist, whose name 
has never been associated with any discussions 
of these Institutions, or with any controversies 
connected with them, and he has not, we be- 
lieve, since the foundation of the first Art 
Union in America, had any production of his 
own in the market. 

ART-UNIONS: THEIR TRUE CHARACTER CON- 
SIDERED. 


Art-Uniors, and their management, have ré- 
cently attracted much attention in this co 
if we may judge from the numerous articles on 

e subject which have appeared in some of the 
most reputable journals. It is now about ten 
years since the first Art-Union was established 
in this city. Others, in various sections, have 
followed, and all, whatever their peculiarities, 
have been more or less successful in their chief 
objects. 

ow it is reasonable to suppose, that the 
result of these ten ? éfforts to promote the 
cultivation of the Fine Arts among us, should 
furnish some evidence of their capabilities for 
the accomplishment of so worthy and so 
a work, é whole subject of their usefulness 
resolves itself into the following queries: 

I. Has any person of decided genius, who 
was unknown, friendless, and in need, been 
sought out by them, assisted, enco and 
at last added to the effective number of artists 
who are profitably employed among us? 

II. Have those artists who have received the 
larger share of the pa’ of these institu- 


tions, shown by their works a co’ | 
advance in the ssndWwiedge and otis os | 
lence and truth in art? 

Ill. Have they furnished any peculiar advan- 
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of th ple, and teach them its 
distibating to them, in retum for 

e specimens 
ean purchase from the studios of 


? 
s “ VL. Are there a dozen well known artists 
ry bie 10, will openly testify to a conviction of their 
— It is believed by many that an affirmative 
: cannot be given to these questions; 
ind id if not, then the subject of their influence 
peed be no longer discussed. 
~ It is not my intention, nor my desire, to in- 
into the management of these institu- 
It is only at the system itself that I 
wish to direct the attention of the reader. If 
‘it is proved that, as a system, this is not calcu- 
‘ to elevate and enlarge the sphere of 
‘the arts, but on the con , that its tendency 
is to le and stifle all that is lovely and 
desirable in their pursuit, then there will be no 
need of troubling ourselves with the lower 
and baser subject of management; for there 
is no bad system, which, by any method, can be 
; into a good one, and satisfy the just 
demands of those whose interests it professes 
to hold in its keeping. 

Numbers rather than quality seem to govern 
the Art-Unions in their purchases of works, that 
they may give to subscribers a greater number 
of chances to draw something for their money, 
and tlius encourage them to future patronage. 
‘This is the principle on which all lotteries live : 
and when we come to sift the matter to the 
bottom, we cannot but acknowledge that Art- 
Unions are nothing else but lotteries, under 
another and more popular name. Both exist 
ostensibly for the good of others, who in reality 
are but the dupes of a most deceitful and 
vicious system, against which every good eiti- 
zen should indignani:y turn his face. It cannot 
be justly said in defence ot A-t-Unions,that they 
spend more money for art than was ever done 
in the same period of time, nor that they have 
distributed works amongst a class of people 
who never thought of giving money for such 
things before. They must first prove that 

» this great amount of money which they have 
collected, has been spent judiciously, for the 
benefit of deserving and meritorious artists, 
and that the works distributed are such as to 
elevate the judgment and enlarge the pany in 
relation to art, among those who may have 
received them. 

It is for the interest of lotteries to offer some 
very large and valuable prizes at the head of 
their list, to attract the attention of the public, 
and thus to sell their tickets, 

Similar means are adopted by Art-Unions to 
increase their subscription lists, which show 
that the system is managed in the most efficient 
manner. Those who can look back fifteen and 
twenty years, will remember that our 





coun 
was literally flooded with the bulletin | the 








of lotteries, printed in the most and. 
tractive colors, showin tase whois 
and certain wealth to 


all who would venture their on the 
“grand scheme.” They will also call to mind 
how many a victim there was to this deceptive 
and depraved system of iegal fraud, until it 
became so injurious to the public morals, that 
i were forced to hurl the bolts of 
the law against them, in all parts of the United 
States, and so ly end to their iniquity. 
Lotteries have justly prohibited by wise 
—* because they attract men from 
itimate pursuits, into the speculative, uncer- 
tain, and, morally, ae agg pursuit of for- 
tune. The case is similar in its results to that 
of Art-Unions. They attract many from a 
calling for which their talents have fitted them, 
into a sphere so much above their natural 
powers, that they must in time fall back, vie- 
tims to vanity and love of gain, into a Jower 
plane of life perhaps, than that they once 
pily ‘dated The effect of these Unions is 
seen rather in the great number of persons of 
mediocre abilities they have encouraged to 
enter upon the cultivation of art, than in the 
bringing forth greater powers and excellence’ 
in those whose undoubted genius is apparent 
to the world. 

It was remarked by Carlyle, that our mod- 
ern intellect is of the spavined kind, “ all ae- 
tion and no go;” and so it ap to be in 
regard to the efforts that are being made to 
“promote the interests of art,” in this coun- 
try. Art-Unions have been active enough, for 
many years, and have possessed themselves of 
tiandiods of thousands of dollars, and yet it is 
“no go;” the interests of art still he gasp- 
ing, without much hope of a change for the 
better. There is a great display made every 
year in the “ distribution of prizes,” and every 
means used to gain public confidence, by 
holding up the names of the most respecta- 
ble citizens as guarantees that nothing under 
their control can go wrong; and by issuing 
bulletins in which is proved, by figures, the 
flourishing state of the institution, and conse- 
quently of the beautiful arts; yet in spite of 
all this, the t mass of common-sense minds 
and of true mee of art, hereties that they are, 
go away and exclaim, “ Well, after all it’s‘ no 
go,’ the works distributed are no better than 
those of last year, and we are really afraid there 
are no hopes for the arts in this country, so 
long as no other plan is adopted for their 
improvement.” 

me of the petty states in Germany and in 
southern Europe obtain a large revenue from 
lotteries, which are entirely under the con- 
trol of the crown, and are hence commonly 
called “ Royal,” or “Imperial.” The prizes are 
comparatively small, but the tickets are fixed 
at such a very low sum, say from ten to 
twenty cents, that they come within the reach 
of the poorest inhabitants. The consequence 
is that nearly all persons who are ignorant of 
scheme which the Government has laid to 
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_ tax them, spend more or less every year for 
Tottery tickets. We have known persons 
‘who, under the excitement produced by these 
é for rapidly ee a have pawned 

last blanket from their beds, to obtain the 
‘means of purchasing a ticket. At every 
drawing of these “Imperial” lotteries, there is 

“nothing left undone by Royalty to strike the 

le with a sense of their importance, and 
the honesty with which they are conducted. In 
an open square is erected a kind of stage 
large ogee be occupied by some twenty 
persons. Rich canopies of scarlet and gold 
overhang it, and above all are of Sas. 
tice, Plenty, Virtue, &c. &c. The “ Royal” 
band of music is stationed near, and amidst 
its enlivening tones, holding in silence many 
thousands of anxious hearts, the cortege, pre- 
ceded by Royalty itself, ascends, and is seated 
in the order of itsdignity. In front of the throne 
are placed, upon pedestals, two large revolving 
globes half filled with tickets, and by the 
side of each stards a in magnificent 
costume, blindfolded. Then commences the 
distribution of the prizes, in the usual way, by 
drawing numbers from the globes, by the hands 
of the pages, which are annou from the 
throne, and so along to the ears of the most 
distant in the multitude. At intervals, the 
drawing ceases, while most charming music 
serves to keep the crowd together, and possi- 
bly to drive for the moment, from many a 
heart, the pangs of disappointment or despair. 
Now there is some excuse for ignorance on 
this subject, among those poor people, for 
there are no means by which they can be en- 
tightened and warned of the evil. But in this 
country, where the press is free, and the means 
of information abundant, it would be sad to 
reflect that such things can, under any name 
or phrase, long continue unmasked and un- 
shorn of their power. 

There is consolation in the belief, that how- 
ever prosperous this species of ing may 
be, the time is not far distant when its true 
character and tendency will be made manifest ; 
and when the unseen but certain operations of 
the moral sense of our people will put an end 
to its inglorious career ; if not directly, mye: 
the action of the laws, yet indirectly, by with- 
holding the necessary contributions to its fur- 
ther support. 

This parallel between Art-Unions and Lot- 
teries is drawn that the character of the former 
may be more readily comprehended by the 
reader. 

In the recent drawing of the American Art- 
Union there were distributed one thousand 
works of art, making about one prize to six- 
teen blanks. But where did all these “thou- 
sand works” come from? and what are they? 
Have they all been executed by living Ameri- 
can artists? Are they paintings, or sculp- 
tures, or engravings, purchased from the art- 
ists who made them, and who have received 
an uate price for them? ‘We know from 
“their advertisement that sixty of them are 
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“ impressions from the rae vings after 
Col po ge ) the Baile of Bum 
ker Hill and the of Montgomery.” Now 
the purchase En ee See 
tures of a long deceased ter can be of no 
ible service to the painters living and la- 
ring among us, nor to the progress of art in 
any way. As well might the Art-Union 
chase for distribution sixty copies of 's 
History of the Arts of Design, or of Allston’s 
Lectures on Art, or any ae to 
the subject that may be procured at any time 
of the book or print sellers. It is true, 
must manage to offer a number of small prizes, 
the best way they can, that they may in some 
plausible way meet the gxpectations of their 
very extended lists of subscribers, to which, 
it seems, they never attempt to set a limit. 
Here is another pr. if that they are mere spee- 
ulators upon the labors of artists, and only 
seek to enlarge their subscriptions, and usurp 
a power and control over the great body of 
artists, which should never, with their consent, 
be allowed to any, no matter how respectable, 
body of men. 

Let us turn to the “ Western Art-Union.” 
Having but few prizes to offer, nothing 
indeed which would ensure them a large sub- 
scription list, it became necessary to procure 
some well known production for this purpose, 
as a capital prize. The managers Lankes 
negotiated, in a very quiet manner, with a Mr. 
Robb, of New Orleans, for one of Hiram 
Powers’s finest statues, the “ Greek Slave,” 
then in the possession of Mr. Robb, and it 
was accordingly taken to Cincinnati, and placed 
on exhibition in the Art-Union, as one of the 
prizes to be distributed this year. Handbills 
were then sent over the United States an- 
nouncing this fact. Of course, with such a cele- 
brated work as this, thousands would be se 
duced to purchase a ticket, and thus place the 
Art-Union in a most — condition, and 
probably secure to it at least double the sum 
which it had paid, or the sculptor had originally 
received, for the statue. 

Now let us consider this transaction in ite 
true light. The Art-Union was established 
solely for the purpose of benefiting artists, 
etary their interests, and increasing the 

nowledge of art among the people. m 
these facts it is evident that neither of these pur- 
poses were kept in view or carried out. In- 
stead of negotiating with the sculptor himself 
for one of his works, and giving him a liberal 
price for it, they never mentioned the sub- 
ject to him, but secretly purchased one of an- 
other person—a rich man, who was in nowise 
whatever connected with the arts. 

One would have supposed that even if there 
were very strong inducements to such a pro- 
cedure on the part of this institution, for the 
sake of gain, still that a friendly feeling to- 
wards the great sculptor, of whom the Queen 
City is so proud, and a due regard for his in- 
terests a his fame, would have prevented the 
consummation of such an act. It can be no 
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many in as well as in 


that. Art-Unions have not proved of service to 
art or artists, ing the i 

amount annually 
purpose; but that they are in reality only lot- 
teries operating under another but less objec- 


name. 
if be ted by the Leg- 
eaten sa ole 


or-statuary, by lottery, every other branch of 
industry is ‘nar entitled t0 such a privil 
er our laws are onesided and unjust. We 
would then see distributions of prizes from 
* every quarter, until the whole mechanical and 
commercial interests of the country would be 
turned into Lotteries or Unions. Following 
the.example of the Art-Union in this state, we 
have already advertised a “ Homestead Art- 
Union,” the grand prize of whica is a “ house 
and lot situated in Williamsburgh, which cost 
nearly $5,000.” Subscribers are entitled to 
egant and valuable engraving, which 
has heretofore sold at $7,50, (being. $2,50 more 
than the price of subscription,) and superior in 
execution and elegance to any picture distribu- 
ted in this manner.” It has in its collection 
for distribution “ninety-nine elegant and costly 
oil paintings and engravings, richly framed in 
otnamental and plain gilt frames.” All the 
difference between these Unions, seems to be 
in the fact that the “ Homestead” has limited 
the number of tickete—certainly an improve- 
ment on the other, so far as the public interest 
is concerned. We may expect to hear very 
soon of Bread and Art-Unions, when 
the whole community, for a very small outlay, 
may live like prinees, and snap their fingers at 


want. 

e tendency of these hot-bed methods of 
cultivating an appreciation of art and of re- 
warding its professors, has been to discourage 
artists from any suitable efforts to provide in- 
struction, upon a liberal scale, to those who 
are seeking for it. Indeed it takes from them 
the power to do so, by drawing away funds 
necessary to such an object, which, but for 
these grand schemes, would be likely to come 
into their hands. One has but to observe the 
motives which induce persons to subscribe to 
an Art-Union, to be convinced that the t 
majority do so for the sake of siemmiiea 
ment, that is, to have a chance of getting the 
works of our best artists for a mere tithe of 
their value, or in the of the adver- 
tisements, “ of obtaining a valuable return, for a 
small investment ;” as they would buy any 
other lottery tickets: to e the most out of 


their money. But there are many who sub- 
weribe from nobler motives—real lovers of art, 
whose only object is to lend a helping hand to 


© immense 
collected for this ostensible | i 





genuine love of 
when they give ann 
9 vaatona ae to an institution chartered 


way to make a tyre appropriation of them. 
e have said that these Art-Unions prevent 
artists from taking any steps to provide the 
means of instruction for those who need and 
seek it. As an illustration of this we may 
mention the present state of the National 
of Design. It is, and has been for 
two or three years, quite prostrate for want of 
funds; its schools have been closed, and with- 
out assistance it must soon die. A few years 
ago it was in a flourishing state, and offered the 
vantages of soy denge their fine collection 
of casts from the best antique statues, and a 
small but well selected and growing library 
could afford to students. Such have the 
results of Art-Unions upon schools of art every- 
where. To be sure the members of the National 
Academy are not entirely free from censure in 
this matter, for many of them, smitten with the 
“Union” mania, gave it their countenance, and 
even something —_ ervey to assist its 

infant struggles for po ity, little suspecti 

certainly, = they were lending a club which 
would sooner or later strike them to the ground. 
It may not be out of place here to remark, that 
itis firmly believed that the Academy of Design 
can yet rise up from its ashes, and overthrow 
all such schemes as Art-Unions, by placing it- 
self upon a more liberal and popular footing ; 
and by disclaiming all exclusive titles as utter- 
ly unworthy the ambition of every sensible and 
right-feeling artist. Institutions in this coun- 
try, to be useful, must be placed on a popular 
foundation; and to be popular, they must-rest 
upon the broad republican principle of equal 
rights and equal privileges to all. Let the 
members of the Academy open their doors 
wide enough to admit all classes of artisans 
who desire to study the principles of design— 
the basis upon which the beauty and the sale- 
ability of their works mainly depends. There 
might then, in addition to the sections of Paint- 
ing and Sculpture, be added those of Architec- 
ture, Ornamental Marble and Stone Workers, 
Carvers in Wood and Metal, Gold and Silver 
Smiths, Cabinet Makers, and indeed, as many 
other occupations as chose to unite themselves, 
in separate sections, for the purposes of mutual 
instruction in the Art of Design. This would 
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peration, 
onorable and most useful inst n. 
sation of te mambie of oS Aaah 
members of the y 
This is not the proper 
place to enlarge upon such a subject. 
Artists must learn, if they do not know, 
how to control their own affairs, and if they 


of their profession, and entirely 
uneducated in art, and who co uently can- 
not be qualified to discharge so delicate a duty 
ot aaa and fidelity. Itis an old saying, 
mt very applicable to the present instance, 
that “if you neglect your own business, you 
not ange others to attend to it for you.” 
#t artists depend more upon private sales of 
their works to those who can appreciate them 
for a just remuneration, than upon the deceptive 
offers which chartered schemes may hold out 
to them. They will then, by their worth and 
their artistic merits, build up about them a 
solid body of friends and patrons, of whom 
nothing but death itself can rob them; and 
the number of whom time will but increase, 
ao they may ne ee eee it peep) 
to a peaceful and honorable o an 
a fall reward for all their labors. They cannot 
justly suppose that permanent success and a 
istinguished name can be attained through any 
other channel than by honesty, and excell 
in their works. Honors and rewards from 
private sources may be ve in their 
approach, but they must ultimately come—es- 
pecially in this enlightened, progressive, and 
prosperous country—to those who have fairly 
earned them. 


Recent Heaths. 


Txose who have been accustomed to visit 
the bookstore of Bartlett & Welford, under 
the Astor House, during the last half-dozen 
years, must have been familiar with the com- 
manding figure and gentle but uneasy expres- 
sion of our late excellent friend, the Rev. Sr- 
RENO E. Dwicut, D. D., who died in Philadel- 
ee on the thirtieth of November, in the sixty- 
ourth year of his age. Dr. Dwight was born 
in Greenfield, Connecticut, in 1786, and was 
educated at Yale College, where he was grad. 
uated in 1803, being then about seventeen 
years of He became a tutor in the col- 
lege, but soon abandoned this occupation to 
commence the study of the law at Burlington 
in Vermont, and in a few years he was admit- 
_ ted to practice in the highest courts of the 
country. An early and ever-increasing predi- 
lection, however, led him to the profession of 
his father, and upon completing his theologi- 
cal studies he was se over the Park-street 
Congregational church, in Boston, where, he 
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paply 
ablest, He aa and most useful divines 
in New-E 





— Memo to him, in —_ induced 
im to un ea VO to Europe. 
ear’s travel, in Greet Britain, Germany, 

and other countries, failed to restore 
his health, and soon after his return to 
United States he resigned his charge of 
Park-street church, and undertook the 
dency of Hamilton College, which in turn 
was compelled to surrender, and in 1830 
opened, at New-Haven, an Academy, in which 
he was assi by his wife, a daughter of the 
late Judge Daggett. The decline of 
Dwight’s health, and other circumstances, indue- 
ed him to relinquish the business of teaching; 
he visited the Southern States, was during 
several sessions chaplain to the United States 
Senate, and, devoting himself to literature, 
wrote an elaborate memoir of his 
father, Jonathan Edwards, and several works 
of less importance, one of which was “ The 
Hebrew Wife,” written to illustrate the Jew- 
ish laws of marriage, and published in New- 
yeThe death of his wife, and increasing 

eath e, and ine 
ical infirmities; led him to adopt a habit Sy the 
utmost seclusion in New-York, where he 
nearly all the residue of his life. last 
pearance in public was in the summer of 
1848, when he consented to act with Mr. John 
R. Bartlett (now the chief of the Mexican 
Bounda Commission) and — sr | these 
paragraphs, as an examiner of one of the depart- 
ments af the Ru Female Institute. He 
died suddenly, while ner a sag pins oA 
phia for the purpose of trying the effect 
the hydropathic treatment of his disease, on 
the 30th of September. In the Home Journal 
of December 14, Mr. Willis says of him :— 


“ In the death of this excellent man we have lost 
a friend, whose loss to ourself we most si 
mourn, though the grave was, to him, a welcome 
relief from an ins le disease, that had made 
life wretched for years. Mr. Dwight was the son” 
of Rev. Dr. President of Yale 
He became pastor of Park-st. church, in Boston, 
while we attended it in boyhood, and it is our 
pride to record that we were so fortunate as to se- 
cure his friendship at that time, and to retain it, in 
undiminished warmth and kindness, to the day of 
his death. Mr. Dwight was a man of qualities 
unusual in his profession. When he first came to 
Boston, in perfect health, he was, in personal ap- 

e ideal of a high-souled and faultless- 
i elegant gentleman—with more of manly and 
Saheadl hase, indeed, than we remember to have 
seen combined in any other man. ing beloved by 
winning gifts most unconsciously, being belov 
Se bettie he bis onde and leeuitle Gaane 
and kindness: and his health first gave way under 
the laborious discharge of his ial duties. 
He was too severely critical and polished a scholar 











charges, and decorations. In 1848 hé was 
made general in command of the 8th 
corps. Up to this time he had taken no ‘part 
in politics. The London Times says: ~ 

“Tt was in the midst of those scenes of anarchy 
and violence which, about two years ago, had 
shaken the Prussian monarchy to its foundations 
—when a furious Assembly, beleaguered and ‘in- 


and | midated by a more furious mob, had 


disease of the most irritating and 

and though he made one or two 
re-commencing his usefulness, it was 
He resided secludedly in New-York 
latter years of his life, giving to books 
scholarship what mind he could withdraw 
and, even thus, ready always with kind- 
delightful earnestness, to give counsel or 
y to those he loved. Mr. Dwight was a 

irtyr to that great wrong of our country toward 
en—to express it by a common saying, 
working a free horse to death we 


ae 


”—an 
only to look at the pale faces, the stoopi 
See tiatier tenn of act ae ae 
ical men, to see how mind, patience, attention, 
needful leisure and more n sleep, are cruelly 
overdrawn upon, by the service e of them. 
But for his share of suffering i 

tem, Mr. Dwight might have 


his unequalled combination of fine gifts qualified 
* Bi ; and we should not mourn, as we now 
do, over his life embittered while it lasted, and 
sent to the grave in what might have been its 
meridian of usefulness and ornament.” 


pret 


Count Branpensures, the Prussian Prime 
Minister, died on the 6th November at Berlin. 
He was a natural brother of the late King of 
Prussia, being the illegitimate son of the 

nt Sw & ndfather, by the Countess 
hoff erichstein, and was acknowledged, 
educated, and admitted as such, by the Prussian 
Royal family, by whom he was invariably 
treated as a friend and relative, although not 
with royal honors. He was born on the 23d 
of January, 1792, and had nearly completed 
his 59th year. He was educated for the mili- 
tary profession aud entered the service in 
1807; his promotion continued regularly, and 
in 1812 he was a captain on the staff of Gen- 
éral Von York, under whom he saw some ser- 
vice. In 1813 he became major, and in that 
rank took part in the numerous actions be- 
tween the Prussian and the French armies, in- 
eluding the battles of Leipsic, and Bautzen, 
Brienne, Laon, and Paris. At the passage of 
the Rhine at Caub, Count Brandenburgh was 
the first who reached the French bank. For 
his good conduct at Mokern and Wartenburg, 
he received the Iron Cross of the first class. 
In 1814 he was made lieutenant-colenel. In 
1816 he received the command of the regiment 
in which he first entered the service. From 
1816 to 1846 he received various promotions, 





sovereign power in the capital, and a democratic 
constitution was all but grafted on the military 
throne of Frederic the Great, —that we remem- 
ber to have exclaimed, in the wonder and the 
dread of tha: terrible peri i 

the house of Hoh 


leaders of the popular movement were ignorant of 
the dark and stormy course before 


any active part in 
most exclusive circles of the 


which the boldest men had found beyond their 
, and the ablest beyond their capacity. 
But though he laid small claim to skill in polit- 
ical ics, or rience in the inistrati 
of affairs, Count 
regan precee 


ualities which no one else by 2x 
tie had sense, he had firmness, he absolutely con- 


temned the storm of unpopularity which 


res 
wilt and definite authority. Af- 
Count Brandenburgh as the saviour of his country.” 


Grorce Grenvitte, Lorp Nucent, died on 
the 26th of November at Lillies, near Ayles- 
bury, aged sixty-one. He was the second son 
of the Marquis of Rockingham, and inherited 
the Irish Barony of Nugent, on the death of 
his mother, in 1812. During the same year he 
was elected M. P. for Aylesbury, and continued 
to represent that borough on the Liberal inte- 
rest, until 1832, when he was appointed Lord 
High Commissioner of the Ionian Isles. He 
held that office unti] 1836, when he returned to 
England. In 1847 he was re-elected for Ayles- 
bury. He enjoyed a very fair literary reputa- 
tion. He was the author of “ Lands, Classical 
and Sacred,” “Memorials of Hampden,” and 
other interesting productions. In conjunction 
with Lady Nugent, he also brought out the 
popular “ Legends of the Library at Lillies.” 

M. ALEXANDRE Fraconarp, the eminent 
French painter and sculptor, died in October. 
He was a pupil of David. As a statuary, his 

t work is the frontispiece of the old Cham- 

r of Deputies ; and, as a painter, he executed 
several fine pieces, amongst others a ceiling of 
the Louvre, representing Tasso reading his 
“Jerusalem.” His chief works were engraved 
in 1840. 





SPIRIT OF THE ENGLISH ANNUALS. 


19% 





'.M. Josera Droz, a member of the French 
Institute, died in Paris in November. The 
youth of M: Droz was devoted to stormier 
occupations than that in which he gathered the 
laurels now laid upon his grave. For three 
years he was a soldier:—for upwards of fifty 
he has been devoted to letters and to philoso- 
phy. His last escort was composed of the 
men who had been his comrades in that latter 
field,—and over his grave MM. Guizot and 
Barthélemy Saint-Hilaire, pronounced eulogies. 


Prorrssor Scuorx, died in Augsburgh on 
the ‘7th of October, at the premature of 
forty-seven years. In the formation of the 
Munich Gallery, he was the most trusted and 
active emissary, and traversed considerable por- 
tions of Europe, including England and Italy, 
in search of those treasures which now enrich 
this famous gallery. When in London, his 
companion was Von Martins, the eminent Bra- 
zilian traveller and naturalist. 

GusTAVE ns = the most popular 
poets of Germany, died at Stuti on the 4th 
of November, aged fifty-eight. Schwab was 
the friend of Uhland. His death was ve 
sudden. On the morning of the day on whic 
he was summoned, he had entertained a party 
of his friends at breakfast, and read to them 
passages of a translation into German verse, 
which he was making of the poetical works 
of M. de Lamartine. 


Spirit of the English Annuals. 


NEW TALES BY THACKERAY, BULWER, 
MRS. HALL, dc. 
y Sore holiday souvenirs for the present sea- 
son are less numerous in England, as in 
this country, than in some previous years ; 
but the Keepsake, edited formerly by Lady 
Blessington, and now by her niece, Miss 
Power, is among the few favorite annuals that 
are continued, and it is as good as in its best 
days. We quote several of its chief attrac- 
tions, and first 





VOLTIGUER : 
BY THE AUTHOR OF THE “HISTORY OF PENDENNIS.” 
THERE arose out of the last Epsom races a 
little family perplexity, whereon the owner 
of Voltiguer little speculated: and as out of this 
ntly trivial circumstance a profound and 
useful moral may be drawn, to be applied by 
the polite reader; and as Epsom Races will 
infallibly happen next year, and, I dare say, 
for many succeeding generations; perhaps the 
moral which this brief story points had. better 


be oop upon Dorling’s next “Correct 


C. as a warning to future patrons and pa- 
tronesses of the turf. 

This moral, then—this text of our sermon, 
is, Nevern——but we will keep the moral, if 
you please, for the end of the fable. 

It happened, then, that among the parties 
who were collected on the Hill to see the race, 





the carriage of a whom we shall 
call Sir Joseph occupied a command- 
ing position, and attracted a great deal of at- 
tention amo the gentlemen sportsmen. 
Those bucks upon the ground who ‘were not 
acquainted with the fair occupant of that ear- 
riage—as indeed, how should many thousands 
of them be *—some being shabby bucks ; some 
being vulgar bucks; some being hot and un- 
pleasant bucks, smoking bad cigars, and only 
staring into Lady Raikes’s carriage by that 
right which allows one Briton to look at 
another Briton, and a cat to look at a king;— 
of those bucks, I say, who, not knowing Lady 
Raikes, yet came and looked at her, there was 
searce one that did not admire her, and envy 
the lucky rogue her husband. Of those ladies 
who, in their walks from their own vehicles, 
— her ladyship’s, there was scarce one 
y in society who did not say, “is that all?— 
is that the beauty you are all talking about so 
much? She is overrated; she looks stupid; 
she is over-dressed; she squints;” and so 
forth ; whilst of the men who did happen to . 
have the honor of an acquaintance with Lady 
Raikes and her husband (and many a man, 
who had thought Raikes rather stupid in his 
bachelor days, was glad enough to know him 
now), each as he came to the carriage, 
partook of the excellent luncheon provided 
there, had the most fascinating grins and 
ogles for the lady, and the most triumphant 
glances for all the rest of the world,—glances 
which seemed to say, “ Look, you rascals, I 
know Lady Raikes; you don’t know Lady 
Raikes. I can drink a glass of champagne to 
Lady Raikes’s health. at would you give, 
ou dog, to have such a sweet smile from Lady 
ikes? Did you ever see such eyes ? did you 
ever see such a complexion? did you ever see 
such a killing pink dress, and such a dear little 
delightfully carved ivory parasol ?”—Raikes 
had it carved for her last year at Baden, when 
they were on their wedding-trip. It has their 
coats of arms and their ciphers intertwined 
elegantly round the stalk—a J and a Z; her 
name is Zuleika; before she was married she 
was Zuleika Trotter. Her elder sister, Me- 
dora, married Lord T-mn-ddy ; her younger, 
Haidee, is engaged to the eldest son of the 
second son of a noble D-ke. The Trotters 
are of a good family. Dolly Trotter, Zuleika’s 
— was in the same a (and that, I 
n not say, an extremely heavy one) with 
Sir Jose; Raikes. a ae , 
He did not call himself Joseph then: quite 
the contrary. Larkyn Raikes, before his 
marriage, was one of the wildest and most 
irregular of our British youth. Let us not 
allude—he would blush to hear them—to the 
particulars of his past career. He turned 
away his servant for serewing up one of the 
knockers which he had removed during the 
period of his own bachelorhood, from an emi- 
nent physician’s house in Saville Row, on the 
housekeeper’s door at Larkyn Hall. There 
are whole hampers of those knockers stowed 














know them; and 

spoils of war he 

know. When he 

‘onet Anchor Club now 
wice during Lady Raikes’s 
when there was no dinner at 
rings him a half-pint of 
le of Seltzer water, and 

igh, and wonders“ Is 


FLEE 
= 
F 
ES 


at dinner, and to drink brandy and water 
in the smoking billiard-room all night till all 
was blue?” Yes, it is the same Raikes; Lar- 


father paid his debts and forgave him, just be- 
fore the old gentleman died and Raikes came 
into his kingdom. Upon that accession, Zu- 
leika Trotter, who looked rather. sweetly bs we 
Bob Vincent before, was so much touched by 
Sir Joseph Raikes’s determination to reform, that 
she dismissed Bob and became Lady Raikes. 
Dolly Trotter still remains in the rege o 
ton Dragoons; Dolly is still unmarried ; Dolly 
smokes still; Dolly owes money still. And 
though his venerable father, Rear-admiral Sir 
Ajax Trotter, K.C.B., has paid his debts many 
times, and swears if he ever hears of Dolly 
betting again, he will disinherit his son, Dolly 
—the undutiful Dolly—goes on betting still. 
Lady Raikes, then, beamed in the pride of 


her beauty upon Epsom race-course, dispensed |- 


luncheon to a host of acquaintances, 
and accepted, in return, all the homage and 
compliments which the young men paid her. 
The hearty and jovial Sir Joseph Raikes was 
not the least jealous of the admiration which 
his pretty wife caused; not even of Bob Vin- 
cent, whom he rather pitied for his mishap, 
r fellow! (to be sure, Zuleika spoke of 
Vincent very scornfully, and treated his pre- 
tensions as absurd) ; and with whom, meeting 
him on the course, Raikes shook hands very 
cordially, and insisted upon bringing him up to 
Lady Raikes’s carriage, to take refreshment. 
There could have been no foundation for 
the wicked rumor, that ‘Zuleika had looked 
sweetly upon Vincent before Raikes had carried 
her off Lady Raikes received Mr. Vincent 
with the kindest and frankest smile; shook 
hands with him with 92 on pen and in- 
difference, and and so easily with 
him, that it was impossible there could have 
been any previous discomfort between them. 
Not very far off from Lady Raikes’s car- 
riage, on the hill, there st a little black 
brougham—the quietest and most modest equip- 
age in the world, and:in which there must have 
been nevertheless something very attractive, 
for the young men crowded around this car- 





Lady Raikes remarked that, among o 

tlemen, her husband went up and spoke to the 
little carriage, and when he and Dolly came back 
to her, asked who was in the black brougham. 


For some time Raikes could not understand 


take his reglar two bot- | gate, 


Raikes is a very accomplished and athleti 
man, and, as a bachelor, justly prided simeelf 
upon shying at the sticks better than any man 
in the army. Perhaps, as he passed the per- 
sons engaged in that fascinating sport, he 
would have himself liked to join in it; but he 
declined his favorite entertainment, and came 
back faithfully to the side of his wife. 

As Vincent talked at Lady Raikes’s side, he 
alluded to this accomplishment of her h 

“Your husband has not many accomplish- 
ments,” Vincent said (he is a man of ra a 
sardonic humor), “but in shying at the sticks 
he is quite pos. pec he has quite a genius 
for it. He ought to have the sticks painted on 
his carriage, as the French marshals have their 
b&tons. *t he brought you a pincushion 
or a jack-in-the-box, y Raikes? and has he 
begun to page you so soon? Every father 
with a little boy at home” (and he congratulat- 
ed her ladyship on the birth of that son and 
heir) “ought surely to think of him, and bring 
him a soldier, or a monkey, or a toy or two.” 

“Qh, yes,” cried Lady Raikes, “her husband 
must go. He must go and bring back a sol- 
dier, or a monkey, or a dear little jack-in-the 
box, for dear little Dolly at home.” 

So away Raikes went ; indeed nothing loth. 
He warmed with the noble sport: he was one 
of the finest players in England. He wenton 
playing for a delightful half-hour; (how swift- 
ly, in the blessed amusement, it passed away !) 
he reduced several of the sticksters to bank- 
ruptey by his baculine skill; he returned to 
the carriage laden with jacks, wooden apples 
and soldiers, enough to amuse all the nurseries 
in Pimlico. 
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he 

arm had always been at her service. She 
not jostled by the crowd inconveniently; she 
was not ed by the people smoking 
(though Raikes was forbidden that amuse- 
ment); and she walked up on Mr. Vincent’s 
arm, and somehow found herself close to the 
little black brougham, in which sat gouty old 
Lord erage. 

Gouty old Lord Cripplegate wore a light 
blue silk dress, a lace mantle and other gim- 
cracks, a white bonnet with roses, and ringlets 
as long as a chancellor’s wig, but of the most. 
beautiful black hue. His lordship had a pair 
of enormous eyes, that languished in a.most 
killing manner ; and cheeks that were decorat- 
ed with delicate dimples ; and lips of the color 
of the richest sealing-wax. 

“ Who’s that?” asked Lady Raikes. 

“ That,” said Mr.*Vincent, “is Mrs. Somer- 
set Montmorency.” 

“Who’s Mrs. Somerset Montmorency ?” 
hissed out Zuleika. 

“lt is possible you have not met her in soci- 
ety. Mrs. Somerset Montmorency doesn’t go 
much into society,” Mr. Vincent said. 

‘Why did:he say it was Lord Cripplegate ?” 

Vincent, like a fiend, burst out laughing. 

“Did Raikes say it was Lord Cripplegate? 
Well, he ought to know.” 

“ What ought he to know ?” asked Zuleika. 

“Excuse me, Lady Raikes,” said the other, 
with his constant sneer; “there are things 
which people had best not know. There are 
things which people had best forget, as your 
ladyship very well knows. You forget ; why 
shouldn’t Raikes forget? Let by-gones be by- 
gones. Let’s all forget, Zulei—-. I your 

lon. Here comes Raikes. How hot he 

ks! He has got a hat full of jack-in-the- 
boxes. How obedient he has been! He will 
not set the Thames on fire—but he’s a good 
fellow. Yes; we'll forget all: won't we?” 
And the fiend pulled the tuft under his chin, 
and gave a diabolical grin with his sallow face. 

Zuleika did not say one word about Lord 
‘Cripplegate when Raikes found her and flung 
his treasures into her lap. She did not show 
her anger in words, but in an ominous, boding 
silence ; during which her eyes might be seen 
moving constantly to the little black brougham. 

Whien the Derby was run, and Voltigeur 
was announced as the winner, Sir Joseph, who 
saw the race from the box of his i 
having his arm around her ladyship, who stood 
on the back seat, and thought all men the 
greatest hypocrites in creation (and so a man 
ts the test hypocrite of all animals, save 
cee)-—faikes jumped up and gave a “ Hurrah!” 
which he suddenly checked when his wife 
asked, with a deathlike calmness, “ And pray, 
sir, have you been betting upon the race, that 
you are so excited ?” 

“Oh no, my love; of course not. But you 





know it’s a Yorkshire horse, and I—I’'m 

it wins; that’s all,” Raikes said; in 
statement there was not, I am sorry to say, a 
word of truth. 

Raikes wasn’t a betting man any more. He 
had forsworn it: he would never bet again. 
But he had just, in the course of the cay, taken 
the odds in one little bet; and he had just hap- 
pened to win. When his wife ec’ him 
with the crime, he was.about to avow it. “ But 
no,” he thought ; “it will be a surprise for her 
I will buy her the necklace she scolded me 
about at Lacy and Gimcrack’s; it’s just the 
sum. She has been sulky all day. It’s about 
that she is sulky now. and have anoth- 
er shy at the sticks.” And he went away, de- 
lighting himself with this notion, and with 
the idea that at last he could satisfy his ador- 
able little Zuleika. 

As Raikes Mrs. Somerset Montmo- 
rency’s bro Zuleika remarked how that 
lady beckoned to him, and how Raikes went 
up toher. Though he did not pengoos By 
carriage two minutes, Zuleika was «4 to 
take an affidavit that he was there for an 
hour; and was saluted by a satanical grin from 
Vincent, who by this time had returned to her 

iage side, and was humming a French 
tune, which says that“ on revient toujours @ ses 
premi-é-res amours,@ se-es premiéres amours.” 

“What is that you are singing? How dare 
you sing that?” cried Lady Raikes, with tears. 

“It’s an old song—you used to sing it,” said 
Mr. Vincent. “By the way, I congratulate 
you. Your husband has won six hundred 
—_ I heard Betterton say so, who gave 

im the odds.” 

“He is a wreteh! He gave me his word 
of honor that he didn’t bet. He is a bler 
—he’ll ruin his child! He neglects his wife 
for that—that creature! He calls her Lord 
egy fe as ow sobbed her ladyship. 


et id I m? 
“Why, indeed!” said Mr. Vincent. 

As the two were talking, Dolly Trotter,|her 
ladyship’s brother, came a the carriage ; 
at which, with a scowl on his wicked counte- 
nance, and indulging inwardly in language 
which I am very glad not to :be called u 
to report, Vincent retired, biting his nails, li 
a traitor, and exhibiting se sign of ill-humor 
which the villain of a novel or of a play is 
wont to betray. 

“Don’t have that fellow about you, Zuly,” 
Dolly said to his darling sister. “He is a bad 
one. He’s no principle: he—he’s a gambler, 
and every thing that’s bad.” 

“I know others who are gamblers,” cried 
out Zuleika. “I know others who are every 
wed — bad, Adolphus,” Lady Raikes ex- 

aim 


ao tigate 8 hen be ou Prone ot 
Adolphus, ming ooking very 
much frightens 

“I mean my husband,” gasped the lady. 
“T shall go home to I shall take my 
dear little blessed with me and go to 
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“and if that scoundwel, t, or any other 
wasceal, has said a word against him, by Jove—” 

“Pray stop your horrid oaths and vulgar 
threats, Adolphus,” her ladyship said. 

“1 don’t know what it is—you’ve got some- 
thing a Joe. meer, | has put you 
against him ; and ifit’s Vincent, P'll wring his—” 

“ Mercy! a ! Pray cease this language,” 

sai 


am 8 es 

“You don’t know what a good fellow Joe 
is,” said the m. “The best twump in 
England, as I’ve weason to say, sister: and 
here he comes wih the horses. God bless the 


old — ai 

With this, honest Sir Joseph Raikes took 
his seat in his carriage ; and tried, by artless 
blandishments, by mar” and by simple con- 
versation, to coax his wife into good humor; 
but all his efforts were unavailing. She 
would not speak a word during the journey to 
London ; and when she reached home, rushed 
up to the nursery and instantly burst into tears 
upon the sleeping little Adolphus’s pink and 
lace cradle. 

“Tt’s all about that necklace, Mrs. Prince,” 
the good-natured Baronet explained to the 
nurse of the son and heir. “I know it’s about 
the necklace. She rowed me about it all the 
way down to Epsom; and I can’t S it her 
now, that’s flat. I’ve no money. I won't go 
tick, that’s flat ; and she ought to be contented 
with what she has had; oughtn’t she, Prince ?” 

“Indeed she ought, Sir Joseph ; and ee 
an angel of a man, Sir Joseph; and so I often 
tell my lady, Sir Joseph,” the nurse said : “ and 
the more you will spile her, the more she will 
take on, Sir Joseph. 

But if Lady Raikes was angry at not having 
the necklace, what must have been her lady- 
ship’s feelings when she saw in the box oppo- 
site to her at the Opera, Mrs. Somerset Mont- 
morency, with that very necklace on her shoul- 
ders for which she had pined in vain! How 
she got it? Who gave it her? How she 
came by the money to buy such a trinket? 
How she dared to drive about at all in the 
Park, the audacious wretch! All these were 
questions which the infuriate Zuleika put to 
herself, her confidential maid, her child’s nurse, 
and two or three of her particular friends; and 
of course she determined that there was but 
one clue to the mystery of the necklace, which 
was that her husband had purchased it with 
the six hundred pounds which he had won at 
the Derby, which he denied having won even 
to her, which he had spent in this shameful 
manner. Nothing would suit her but a return 
home to her papa—nothing would satisfy her 
but a separation from the criminal who had 
betrayed her. She wept floods of tears over 





'. ‘papa, Adolphus. And if you had the spirit neh py, anenne ey tet ge yell 
oan, ou Ww ou would av me, | a8 | innocent, he would 
_ Saeed Fa 
<3 Joe!” said the heavy meg Fo filled by another, and whether her little Adol- 
1 aesyetatme Zuly? Why, hang me if Joe se would take care that no insult was of- 

't the twump in Chwistendom. By to her untimely grave ¢ 
Jove he is!” said the big one, shaking his fist;| The row at home at | grew so unbear- 


able, that Sir Joseph Raikes, who had never 
had an explanation since his marriage, and had 
given into all his wife’s caprices—that Sir Jo- 
seph, we say, cven with his ‘eavenly temper, 
he broke out into a passion; and one day after 
dinner, at which only his brother-in-law Dolly 
was present, told his wife that her tyranny was 
intolerable, and that it must come to an end. 

—— said he was“ quite wight,” and .acked 
up Raikes in every way. 

Zuleika said they were a pair of brutes, and 
that she desired to return to Sir Ajax. 

“Why, what the devil is urging you?” cried 
the husband; “ you drive me Zuleika.” 

“Yes; what are you at, Zuleika? You 
dwive him ewazy,” said tite brother. 

Upon which Zuleike broke out. She briefly 
stated that her husband was a liar; that he 
was a gambler; that he had deceived her 
about betting at Epsom, and had given his 
word to a lie; that he had deceived her about 
that—that woman,—and given his word to an- 
other lie; and that, with the fruits of his gam- 
bling transactions at Epsom, he had purchased 
the diamond necklace, not for her, but for 
that—that person! That was all—that was 
enough. Let her go home and die in Baker 
Street, in the room which, she prayed Heaven, 
she never had quitted! That was her char, 

If Sir Joseph Raikes had any thing to say 
had better say it. 

Sir Joseph Raikes said, that she had the 
most confounded jealous temper that ever a 
woman was cursed with; that he had been on 
his knees to her ever since his marriage, and 
had spent half his income in administering to 
her caprices and extravagancies; that as for 
these charges, they were so monstrous, he 
should not condescend to answer them; and 
as she chose to leave her husband and. her 
child, she might go whenever she liked. 

Lady Raikes upon this rang the bell, and 
requested Hickson the butler to tell Dickson 
her maid to bring down her bonnet and shawl ; 
and when Hickson quitted the dining-room, 
Dolly Trotter began : 

* Zaleika,” said | he, “ you are enough to twy 
the patience of an angel; and, by Jove, you 
do! You've got the best fellow for a husband 
(a sneer from Zuleika) that ever was bullied 
wy a woman, and you tweat him like a dawg. 

hen you were ill, you used to make him get 
up of a night to go to the doctor’s. When 

ou’re well, you plague his life out of him. 
He pays your milliner’s bills, as if you were a 
duchess, and you have but to ask for a thing 
and you get it.” 

“ Oh, yes, I have necklaces!” said Zuleika. 

“Confound you, Zuly! had’nt he paid three 
hundwed and eighty for a new cawwiage for 
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the week before? Hadn't he fitted your 
-woom with yellow satin Tien on 

ning of the season? Hadn't he you 
the pair of ponies you wanted, and gone with- 
out a hack himsel and he gettin’ as fat as a 
ig for want of exercise, the poor old 
y? And for that necklace, do you know 
how it was that you didn’t have it, and that 
were very nearly having it, you ungwateful 
le devil you? It was I prevented you! le 
did win six hundwed at the Derby; and he 
would have bought your necklace, but he gave 
me a money. — wey said he never 
would pay another play-debt again for me; 
and bet d would, like ; confounded, gweat, 
stooped fool: and it was this old Joe—this 
dear old twump—who booked up for me, and 
took me out of the hole, like the best fellow 
in the whole world, by Jove! And—and [ll 
never bet again, so help me ——! And that’s 
why he couldn’t tell—and that’s why he wouldn’t 
split on me—and that’s why you didn’t have 
your confounded necklace, which old Cwipple- 
gate bought for Mrs. Montmoweney, who’s 
Boing to marry her, like a confounded fool for 


Ané here the dragoon being blown, took a 
large glass of claret; and when Hickson and 
Dickson came down stairs, they found her 
ladyship in rather a theatrical attitude, on her 
knees, embracing her husband’s big hand, and 
calling down blessings upon him, and owning 
that she was a wretch, a monster, and a fiend. 

She was only a jealous, little spoiled fool 
of a woman; and i am sure those who read 
her history have never met with her like, or 
have ever plagued their husbands. Certainly 
they have not, if they are not married: as, let 
us hen they will be. 

As for Vincent, he persists in saying that 
the defence is a fib from beginning to end, and 
that the Trotters were agreed to deceive Lady 
Raikes. But who hasn’t had his best actions 
misinterpreted by calumny? And what inno- 
cence or good will can disarm jealousy ? 

Very different from THackaray is the ge- 
nial Mrs. S. C. Hatt, from whom we have 

EDWARD LAYTON’S REWARD. 

“TI coup not have believed it!” exclaimed 
Mrs. Pierce Bradshaw. “I could not have 
believed it!” she repeated, over and over 
again; and she fell into a fit of abstraction. 

Her husband, who had been glancing weari- 
ly overa magazine, turning leaf after leaf 
without reading, or perhaps seeing even the 
heading of a page, at length said, “I could!” 

“ You have large faith, my dear,” observed 
the lady. 

“Fortunately for Selina, I had no faith in 
him,” was the reply. 

Mrs. Pierce Bradshaw was not an eloquent 
person ; she never troubled her husband or any 
one else with many words; so she only mur- 
tured, in a subdued tone,“ Fortunately, indeed!” 

“ What a fellow he was!” said Mr. P. Brad- 
shaw, as he closed the magazine. “Do you 





remember how 
wey of the tableaux at Lady Wes- 


‘8 was something so elegant 
al diplisd te terns Oe onan 
and grace of manner; his address was per- 
fect—the confidence of a well-bred gentle- 
man, subdued almost, but not quite, into sofi- 
ness by the timidity of youth. This was 
thrown into strong relief by the manners of 
the young men of the family, whose habits 
and voices might have entitled them to take 
the lead, even now, in the go-a-head school, 
which then was hardly in existence—at all 
events in England.” 

“You were quite as much taken with him as 
I was.” 

“No, my dear, not quite. Edward Layton 
was especially suited for the society of ladies, 
His tastes and feelings are—or were at that 
time—all sincerely refined; he was full of the 
impulse of talent, which he never had strength 
to bring forth: his thoughts were ever wan- 
dering, and he needed perpetual excitement, 
particularly the excitement of beauty and mu- 
sic, to bring them and keep them where he 
was. He was strongly and strangely moved by 
excellence of any kind, so that it was excellence ; 
and the only thing I ever heard him express con- 
tempt for was wealth ! — yes wealth !” 

“TI could not have believed it,’ said Mrs. 
Pierce Bradshaw again. 

“ That particular night it was whispered he 
was engaged to Lelia Medwin. hen she 
sung, he stood like a young Apollo at her 
harp, too entranced to turn over the leaves of 
music, his eyes overflowing with delight, and 
the poor little girl so bewitched by his atten- 
tions that she fincied every whisper a declara- 
tion of love.” 

“ Shameful !” said Mrs. Pierce Bradshaw. 

“Then her mother showed every one what 
a lovely sketch he had made of Lelia’s head, 
adding, that indeed it was too lovely; but 
then, he was a partial judge.” 

“ She was a silly woman,” observed the lady. 

“ She would not have been considered so if 
they had been married,” replied the gentle- 
man. “Mammas have no mercy on each other 
in those delicate mancuvrings. Well, he 
waltzed with her always; and bent over her— 
willow-fashion ; looked with her at the moon; 
and wrote a sonnet which she took to herself, 
for it was addressed‘ To mine own dear ——; 
and then when, about eight weeks afterwards, 
we methim at the déjeiner at Sally Lodge, he 
was as entranced with Lizzie Grey’s guitar as 
he had been with Lelia’s harp, sketched her lit- 
tle tiger head for her grandmamma, waltzed 
with her, bent over her willow-fashion, looked 
with her at the moon, and wrote another son- 
net, addressed ‘ T’o the loved one.’” 

“Such men ——” exclaimed Mrs. Pierce 
Bradshaw. She did not finish the sentence, 
but looked as if such men ought to be exter- 
minated. And so they ought! : 

“There was so much about him that. I 
liked: his fine talents, good manners, excel- 
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fortune,” added Mrs. Pierce Brad- 
;” said her husband, Fla | 
et Pant othe oc. 


fad covered Las: 


remember, 
80 completely subv: 


the very aristocracy knelt and wor- 

the golden calf; and no blame to the 

receive the homage, whatever we may 
it. 


replied his wife, most truly. “ 
natural to like young men of fortune—we 

t on without them, you know; 

be very imprudent—very impru- 
dent, indeed—to invite any young man, how- 
ever excellent. When we want’ to get these 
young girls, our poor nieces, off, I declare it is 
a melancholy. Jane is becoming serious 

she has wn so thin; and I fear the 
men will think Belle a blue, she has so taken 
to the British Museum. Oh, how I wish peo- 
ple would live, and bring up, and get off their 
own daughters! Four marriageable nieces, 
with such farthing fortunes, are enough to 
drive any poor aunt distracted !” 

This was the longest speech Mrs. Bradshaw 
ever made in her life, and she sighed deeply at 
its conclusion. 

“ You may well sigh!” laughed the gentle- 
man; “for the case seems hopeless. But I 
was going to say, that as I knew him better, 
I was really going to take the young gentle- 
man a little to task on the score of his philan- 
dering. Lelia was really attached to him, and 
had refused a very advantageous offer for his 
sake; but the very next week, at another 
house, I found him enchained by a sparkling 
widow—correcting her drawings, paying the 
homage of intelligent silence and sweet smiles 
to her wit, leaning his white-gloved hand upon 
her chair, and looking in her eyes with his 
most bewitching softness. The extent of this 
flirtation no one could anticipate ; but the 
sudden appearance of Lady Di’ Johnson ef- 
fected a total cha She drove four-in- 
hand, and was a dead shot—the very antipodes 
of sentiment. We said her laugh would drive 
Edward Layton distracted, and her cigarette be 
his death. But, no! the cence of her 


ing Lady Di’ was subdued, voted driving un- 
feminine, and asked Edward to take the reins 
for her after lunch. You remember we left 
; and I next met him at Killarney, 

is chestnut locks to the breeze, his 





nearer home. Well, I encountered my Hero 
of Ladies that very evening, wandering amid 
the ruined aisles of Mucross Abbey. -I saw 
that his impressible nature had taken a thought- 
ful, if not a religious tone, from the scene. 
And he commenced the «~"versation by de- 
claring, that ‘ He was a t fool.’ ” 

« Knave, rather,” said Pierce Bradshaw. 

“No,” replied her husband; “not a knave, 
but a singular e of a man whose feel- 
ings and susceptibilities never deepen into af- 
fection—unstable as water—tossed hither and 
thither for want of fixed principles, and suffer- 
ing intensely in his better moods from the 
knowledge of the weakness he has not the 
col to overcome. I was not inclined to 
let him spare himself, and did not contradict 
his opinion that he was a ‘fool,’ but told him 
he might be what he pleased himself, as long 
as he did not make fools of others.” 

“¢T tell every woman I know that I am not 
a marrying man,’ he replied. 

“«That,’ I said, ‘does not signify as long as 
you act the lover, each fair one believing you 
will revoke in her favor.’ 

“*T give you my honor, he exclaimed, ‘as a 
man and a gentleman, I never entertained for 
twenty-four hours the idea of marrying any 
woman I ever knew.” 

“ The villain !” exclaimed the lady. “IT hope, 
Pierce, you told him he was a villain!” 

“No; because I knew the uncertainty of his 
disposition: but I lectured him fully and-hon- 
eallyyand yet said nothing to him so severe as 
what he said of himself. I told him he would 
certainly be caught in the end by some unwor- 
thy person, and then he would look back with 
regret and misery upon the chances he had 
lost, and the unhappiness he had caused to 
those whose only faults had been in believing 
him true when he was false.” 

“* Better that,’ he answered, ‘ than marrying 
when he could not make up his mind.’ 

“*Then why play the lover? 

“*He only wid so while infatuated—he was 
certain to find faults where“he imagined per- 
fection.’” 
at vag assurance !” said Mrs. Pierce Brad- 

Ww. 

“*T am sure,’ I said, ‘ Lelia was very charm- 
ing. Lelia Medwin was an excellent, amiable 
little creature, with both good temper and good 
sense.’ ’ 

“< That was it,’ he said: ‘ only fancy the six- 
foo’ uarters wolieh to bare five 
feet! The absurdity struck me one night as 
we were waltzi een’ ee 

; I was obliged to bend double, though I 
never felt it till I saw it.’” 

“Really, I have not patience,” observed Mra. 
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“Bradshaw. “And-so her feclihgs were to be 
trampled upon because she was not tall enough 
es Why did he not think of that 


” 

“*But there was Lizzy , related to half 
‘the aristocracy, with a voice like an angel.’ 

“*A vixen, he said, ‘though of exquisite 

auty—could have torn my eyes out for the 
little attention I paid Mrs. Green.’ 

“¢ Little attention! 1 repeated; ‘ more than 
little, 

“*Her wit was delicious, he replied ; ‘ but 
she was a widow! Only fancy the horror of 
bos Som tem with ‘ My dear first husband !’ 

“*Then your conquest of a Di’ John- 
son! How badly you behaved to her!’ 

“¢She was magnificent on rer ny wl — 
her ci as fascinating as the fan of a 
Madrid belle, or the tournure of a Parisian 
lady. They were her two points. But when 
she relinquished both, I believe in compliment 
to me, she became even more commonplace 
than the most commonplace woman.’ ” 

“The puppy!” muttered the lady: “the 
dreadful puppy! I could not have believed it!” 

Mr. Bradshaw did not heed the interruption, 
but continued : 

*¢* And who,’ I inquired, ‘was the Lady of 
the Lake? I oe mean of this lake, for I 
see her reign is al over—your passion ex- 
yee with the third sinter of her novel, which 

know she read to you by moonlight—but the 
fair Lady of Geneva, whose betrothed called 
you out ? 

“‘Her father was a sugar-boiler, was the 

uiet reply: ‘a sugar-boiler, or something of 
the kind. What would my aristocratic mother 
say to that? Of course I could have had no 
serious intention there. Indeed I never had a 
serious intention for a whole week.’ 

“But, my dear fellow, when presents are 
given, and letters written, and locks of hair 
and vows exchanged ——’ 

“*No, no!’ he exclaimed; ‘no vows ex- 
changed! I never broke my word to a woman 


yet. It was admiration for this or that—re-| h 


‘ spect, esteem, perhaps a tender bewilderment 
—mere brotherly love. And in that particular 
instance her intended got angry at my civility. 
I know I was wrong ; and, to confess the truth, 
T am ashamed of that transaction—it taught 
me a lesson; and, but for the confounded vacil- 
lation of my taste and temper, I might perhaps 
have been a Benedick before this. You may 
think it puppyism, if you please; but I am 
really sorry when I make an impression, and 
vere fe never to attempt it again: but the next 
fine voice, or fine eyes ——’ 

“Or cigarette’ I suggested; and then I 
said as much as one man can say to another, 
for you know a woman can say much more to 
a man in the way of reproof than he would 
bear from ~ own — he roe 

ick! regrets good resolutions. 
mg he ater that oa itl nice, Seng made 
an impression upon him. 

“TI did not know all you have now told me,” 





expostulated his wife. “I own I thought it 
would have been a good match for Selina; and 
as as coer are n before he knew 
she was your niece. I managed it beautifully; 
but — the matter short by offending him.” 

“There, say no more about it,” said the sen- 
sible husband; “you thought your blue-éyed, 
fair-haired, doll-like favorite, could have en- 
chained a man who had escaped heart-whole 
from the toils of the richest and rarest in the 
land. It really is fearful to see how women 
not only tolerate, but pursue this sort of men. 
You call them ‘ villains,’ and I know not'what, 
when you are foiled; but if you succeed, you 
temper it; they have been a little wild, to be 
sure—but then, and then, and then—you really 
could not refuse your daughter ; and add, ‘ Men 
are such creatures that if the world knew but 
all, he is not worse than others.” 

“For shame, Pierce! how can you?” said 
the lady. 

aq told him then,” continued Mr. Brads:.aw, 
“that he would take ‘the crooked stick at last ;? 
but that he should not add a tress of Selina’s 
hair to his collection, to be turned over by his 
wiFE one of those days. Of course he was 
very indignant, and we parted; but I did not 
think my prophecy would come true so-soon. 
I have long since given up speculating how 
marriages will turn out, for it is quite impos- 
sible to tell. If women could be shut up in a 
harem, as in the East, a man who was ashamed 
of his wife might go into society without her; 
but for a refined and well-educated gentleman, 
as Edward Layton certainly is, to be united to 
the widow of a sugar-boiler!—yes, absolutely ! 
—who is an inch shorter than pretty Lelia and 
more tiger-headed than Lizzy Grey, and who 
declares she hates music, altho her dear 
first husband took her hoften to the rete oe 
who adds deformity to shortness, talks loudly 
of the hinfluence of wealth, and compares the 
presentations at the Mansion House, that she 
has seen, to those at St. James’s which she has 
not yet seen! Verily, Edward Layton has had 

is reward !” 


Butwer Lytton contributes to the “ Keep- 
sake” an essay, characteristic of his earlier 
rather than of his later style : 

THE CONFIRMED VALETUDINARIAN. 

Certainty there is truth in the French 
saying, that there is no ill without some- 
thing of . What state more pitiable to 
the eye of a man of robust health than that of 
the Confirmed Valetudinarian? Indeed, there 
is no one who has a more profound pity for 
himself than sa Valetudinarian ; and yet he 
enjoys two of the most essential requisites for 
a happy life; he is never without an object of 
interest, and he is perpetually in pursuit: of 
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case in point: young, w rn, rich, not 
edlesetsl sud “some ability, they who 
knew him formerly, in what were called his 
“gay days,” were accustomed to call him 


FYI ELAR | 





weare 


- CARIES AAT EER ey eme Deemer seraaqeeeease wee yaaa 














io His constitution seemed so formed for 
his condition so free from 

was likely to have a long time 

is impossible to say how long 

to him. Fortunately, from 
some accidental cause or other, he woke one 
ing and found himself ill; and, whether 

was the fault of the doctor or himself I can- 
pretend to say, but he never got well 
His ailments became chronic; he fell 
a poor way. From that time life has as- 
to him a new aspect. Always occupied 
himself, he is never bored. He may he 
sad, suffering, but he has found his ob- 
ject in existence—he lives to be cured. His 
is fully occupied ; his fancy eternally on 
ng: Formerly he had travelled much, 
ithout any pleasure in movment: he 
ight as well have stayed at home. Now, 
when he travels, it is for an end; it is delight- 
ful to witness the cheerful alertness with which 
he sets about it. He is going down the Rhine; 
—for its scenery? Pshaw! he never cared a 
button about scenery ; but he has great hopes 
of the waters at Kreuznach. He is going inte 
Egypt ;—to see the Pyramids? Stuff! the 
climate on the Nile is so good for. the mucous 
membrane! Set him down at the dullest of 
dull places, and he himself is never dull. The 
duller the place the better; his physician has 
the more time to attend to him. When you 
meet him he smiles on you, and says, poor 
fellow, “The doctor assures me that in two 


Bone 
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remember how feelingly he was wont to 


sign,—* Upon my life I’m a perfect slave.” 
Bnt now Ned Worrell has snapped his chain ; 
obstinate dyspepsia, and a prolonged nervous 
debility, have delivered him from the carks and 
cares of less privileged mortals. Not Ariel 
under the bough is more exempt from huma- 
nity than Edward Worrell. He is enjoined to be 
kept in a state of perfect repose, free from 
ion, and hermetically shut out from grief. 
wife pays his bills, and he is only permit- 
ted to see his banker’s accounts when the bal- 
ance in his favor is more than usually cheerful. 
His eldest daughter, an intelligent young lady, 
reads his letters, and only presents to him 
those which are calculated to make a pleasing 
impression. Call now on your old friend, on 
a question of life and death, to ask his advice, 
or request his interference—you may as well 
call on King Cheops under the Great Pyramid. 
ie whole houseguard of tender females block 
way. 
“Mr. Worrell is not to be disturbed on any 





cursed railway To-morrow they will 
be down at zero. We shall be ruined!” 

“ Mr, Worrell is in a sad, nervous way, and 
can’t be disturbed, sir.” And the door is shut 
in your face ! 

t was after some such occurrence that I 
took into earnest consideration a certain sen- 
timent of Plato’s, which I own I had till then 
considered very inhuman ; for that philosopher 
is far from being the tender and sensitive gen- 
tleman generally believed in by lovers and 
on, hay Plato, in his “ Republic,” blames 
erodicus (one of the teachers of that great 
doctor Hippocrates) for showing to delicate, 
sickly persons, the means we as ot to prolong 
their valetudinary existence, as Herodicus him- 
self (naturally a very rickety fellow) had con- 
trived to do. Plato accuses this physician of 
having thereby inflicted a malignant and wan- 
ton injury on those poor persons ;—nay, not 
only an injury on them, but on all society. 
“For,” argues this stern, broad-shouldered 
Athenian, “how can people be virtuous who 
are always thinking of their own infirmities ?” 
And therefore he opines, that if a sickly per- 
son cannot wholly recover health and become 
robust, the sooner he dies the better for him- 
self and others! The wretch, too, might be 
base enough to marry, and have children as 
ailing as their father, and so injure, in perpetuo, 
the whole human race. Away with him! 

But, upon cool and dispassionate reflection, 
it seemed to me, angry as I was with Ned 
Worrell, that Plato stretched the point a little 
too far; and certainly, in the present state of 
civilization, so sweeping a condemnation of the 
sickly would go far towards depopulating 
Europe. Celsus, for instance, classes amongst 
the delicate or sickly the greater part of the 
inhabitants of towns, A ge nearly all literary 
folks (omnesque pene cupidi literarum). And 
if we thus made away with the denizens of 
the towns, it would be attended with a great 
many inconveniencies as to shopping, &c., be 
decidediy injurious to house property, and 
might greatly affect the state of the funds; 
while, without literary folks, we should be 
very dull in our healthy country-seats, deprived 
of newspapers, novels, and “ The Keepsake.” 
Wherefore, on the whole, I think Herodicus 
was right; and that sickly persons should not 
only be permitted but encouraged to live as 
long as they can. 

hat proposition granted, if in this attempt 
to show that your confirmed Valetudinarian is 
not so utterly miserable as he is held to be by 
those who throw physic to the dogs—and that 
in some points he may be a decided gainer by 
his physical sufferings—I have not wholly 
failed—then I say, with the ingenious Author 
who devoted twenty years to a work “ On the 
Note of the Nightingale,”—“I have not lived 
in vain !” 
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EADER, : a fe 

can you go ‘or twenty 

R years? You do it every day. You say, 
I was a boy—twenty years 


“Twenty years ago 

Area? be mateo fAmmebe abe yed 
peg-to at marbles—twenty years 

I pesel wes loved—I ontae | suffe ” 

years that should 


over them? You 


keep om, ot oor 
us irom going 

go on so fast, so smoothly, so easily on the 
‘orward course—why not in retrogression? 
But let me tell you: it makes a very great 
difference whether Hope or Memory drives the 
coach. 


But let us see what we can do. Twenty 
years before the period at which the last chap- 
ter broke off, Philip Hastings, now a father of 
a girl of fifteen, was a lad standing by the side 
of his brother’s grave. Twenty years ago Sir 
John Hastings was the livin lord of these fine 
lands and broad estates. Twenty years 
he passed, from the mouth of the vault in 
which he had laid the clay of the first-born, 
into the open splendor of the day, and felt sor- 
row’s desolation in the sunshine. Twenty 
years ago, he had been confronted on the 
church-yard path by a tall old woman, and 
challenged with words high and stern, to do 
her right in regard to a paltry rood or two of 
0 he had given her a 
treated her menaces 


land. Twenty years 
harsh, cold answer, 
with impatient scorn. 
Do you remember her, reader? Well, if 
you do, that brings us to the point I sought to 


reach in the dull flat of the far past; 
and we can stand look around us for 
awhile. 

That old woman was not one easily to for- 
get or lightly to yield her resentments. There 
was something perdurable in them as well as 
in her gaunt, sinewy frame. As she stood 
there menacing him, she wanted but three 
years of seventy. She had battled too with 
many a storm—wind and weather, sufferi 
and persecution, sorrow and privation, 
beat upon her hard—very hard. They had but 
served to stiffen and wither and en, how- 
ever. Her corporeal frame, shattered as it 
seemed, was destined to outlive many of the 

»young and fair spirit-tabernacles around it— 
to pass over, by long years, the ordinary allot- 
ted space of human life;,and it seemed as if 
even misfortune had with her but a preserving 
power. It is not wonderful, however, that, 
while it worked'thus upon her body, it should 
likewise have stiffened and withered and hard- 
ened her heart. 

Iam not sure that conscience itself went 
untouched in this sog-vc, | age It is not 
clear at all that even her claim upon Sir John 
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through the bright-tinted 
overhead. Up the hill it went, over the slope 
on which the copse was scattered, and then 
burst forth again on the opposite side of wood 


and rise, where the ground fell gently the other 
way, looking down upon the’ richly dressed 
grounds of Colonel at the distance 
of some three miles. 

Not more than a hundred yards distant was 


“8° | a poor man’s cottage, with an old gray thateh 


which wanted some repairing, and was plenti- 

fully covered with herbs, sending the 

of their roots into the straw. A little badl 

cultivated garden, fenced off from the hill-si 

py loose — bee aa the house, 
a without hi ve entrance to 

this ee space. ™ 

The old woman went in and approached the 
cottage door. When near it she sjoppea and 
listened, lifting one of the flapping ears of her 
cotton cap to aid the dull sense of hearing. 
There were no voices within; but there was a 
low sobbing sound issued forth as if some one 
were in bitter distress. 

“I should not wonder if she were alone,” 
said the old woman; “the ruffian father is al- 
ways out; the drudging mother goes about 
this time to the town. They will neither stay 
at home, I wot, to grieve for him they let too 
often into that door, nor to comfort her he 
has left desolate. But it matters little whe- 
ther they be in or out. It were better to talk 
to her first. I will giye her better than com- 
fort—revenge, if I ju right. They must 
pag. tote part afterwards.” 

us communing with herself, she laid her 
hand upon the latch and opened the door. In 
an attitude of unspeakable grief sat immedi- 
ately before her a young and i 
beautiful girl, of hardly seventeen years of 
age. The wheel stood still by her side; the 
spindle had fallen from her hands; her head 
was bowed down as with sorrow she could 
not bear mp.comets and her eyes were drop- 
ing tears like rain. 
moment she heard the door open she 
started, and looked up with fear upon her 
face, and strove to dash the tears from her 
eyes; but the old woman bespoke her softly, 
saying, “Good even, my dear; is your mother 
in the place ?” » et 

















HE 


more and fell upon her lap. 
old woman sat down beside her, and 
tenderly; but, alas! very cun- 
. She assumed far greater know- 
she possessed. She persuaded the 
irl that there was nothing to conceal 
: ge ose father nor mother 
t to one comparatiye- 
Still the old woman spoke 
tender’y ; excused her fault 
of her fears—gave her hope— 
ngth. But all the time she con- 
li purpose. That was to be re- 
Whatever had been the 
e was too innocent to be made 
a scheme of fraud and wrong and 
at once. All that the woman com- 
was blessed comfort to a bruised 
heart ; and the poor girl leaned 
her head upon her old companion’s shoulder, 
and, amidst bitter tears and sobs and sighs, 
poured out every secret of her heart. 
But what is she ears, which makes the 
old woman start with a look of triumph ? 
&* Letters!” she exclaimed; “two letters : 
let me see them, child—let me see them! 
Perhaps they may be more valuable than you 
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go to work 
to your parents by 
was the mother of the girl who en- 
seemed faint and tired. Well 


woman called her a drudge, for | wan 


was—a poor patient household 
drudge, for a hard, heartless, idle, 
and cunning husband, and but too tenderly 
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The girl was 
cheerful, however, than she had been for 
last week—not gay, not even 5 
there was a look of some relief, 

Often even after her mother’s en‘ 
the tears would er thick in her eyes 
when she thought of the dead; but it was 
evident that hope had risen up: that the fu- 
ture was not darkness terror. This 
was a comfort to her; and she spoke and 
Gnoad of ber end hes danghter’s spinsing; apa 

of her and her 8 spinning, 

she had sold it well. mee she tid in & cor- 
ner to keep a pittance for bread from her 
husband’s eyes; part she reserved to give up 
to him for the purchase of drink: but while 
she made all these little arrangements, she 
looked somewhat anxiously at the old woman, 
from time to time, as if she fain would have 
asked, “ What brought you here ?” 

The crone was cautious, however, and knew 
well with whom she had to deal. She talked 
in solemn and oracular tones, as if she had 
possessed all the secrets of fate, but she told 
nothing, and when she went away she said in 
a low voice but authoritative manner, “Be 
kind to your girl—be very kind; for she will 
bring good luck and fortune to youall.” The 
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But soon he listened eagerly enough: 

rf eeanree and eager design as 
e two, and ere they parted the ec 

understood each pang sittin 


The man was then, on more than one day, 


down to the hall. At first he was 

ission to Sir John Hastings; for 
his character was known. The next day, how- 
ever, he brought a letter written under his 
dictation by his daughter, who had been taught 
at a charitable school of old foundation hard 
by; and this time he was admitted. His con- 
versation with the Lord of the Manor was 
long ; but no one knew its import. He came 
again and again, and was still admitted. 

A change came over the cottage and its 
denizens. The fences were put in order, the 
walls were repaired, the thatch renewed, an- 
other room or two was added ; plenty rei 
within; mother and daughter ap in 
somewhat finer appare!; and money was not 


seen goi 


At he end 3 soe Bras won: er ts was the 
ery of a young child in ouse. neigh- 
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m Sir John’s presence. Was she 
satisfied—had she sated herself? Not yet. 
CHAPTER VII. 


Ture was a lady, a very beautiful lady in- 


deed, came to a lonely house, which seemed to 
huve been tenanted for several years by none 
but servants, about three years after the death 


ing place, with a massive sort of 
ortar ur about it, 
Sida egemnding.etiinrecee 
weal long. ing of its owners. 
The plural has slipped from my and 
it is right; for the house looked as if 
had many owners, and all of them had 
been rich. 
«: Now, there was but one owner,—the lady 
who descended from that lumbering, heavy 
coach, with the two great leathern wings on 
each side of the door. She was dressed in 
widow’s weeds, and she had every right to 
wear them. Though two-and-twenty only, 
she ‘stood there orphan, heiress, and widow. 
She had known many changes of condition, 
bat not of fate, and they did not seem to have 
affected her much. Of*high-born and proud 
parentage, she had been an only child for 
many years before her parents’ death. She 
had spoiled, to use a common, but not 
alwa priate ; for there are some 
je who cannot be spoiled, either because 
the ethereal essence within them is incorrupti- 
ble, or becsuse there is no ethereal essence to 
spoil at all. However, she had been spoiled 
very successfully by fate, fortune, kind 
friends, She had never been contradicted in 
her life; she had never been disappointed— 
but once. She had travelled, seen strange 
countries—which was rare in those days with 
women—had enjoyed many things. e had 
married a handsome, foolish man, whom she 
ehose—few knew rightly why. She had lost 
both her parents not long after; got tired of 
her husband, and lost him too, just when the 
loss could leave little behind but a decent re- 
which she cultivated as a slight stimu- 
mt to keep her mind from . And 
now, without husband, child, or she 
returned to the house of her chi which 
the had not seen for five long years. 
Is that-all her history? No, not exactly all. 
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b ose,-—Sir ; 
ishly they had told her 
fore the young man’sown t 
She did not see much of hi y 
eat here in love ee 
ought him a strange, moody youth; 

there was something in his moodiness and = 
centricity which excited her fancy. The read. 
er knows that he chose for himself; and the 
lady also married immediately after. 

us had passed for her a part of life’s pa 

5 ae came to yp oth native 

welling, to let rest march by as it might, 

At first, as she slowly 
riage, her large, dark, brilliant eyes were 
fixed upon the ground. She had looked long 
at the house as she was driving towards it, 
and it seemed to have cast her into a thought- 
ful mood. It is hardly possible to, enter a 
house where we have spent many early years, 
without ing memory sud seize upon 
the heart possess it totally. What a 
grave it is!. Whata long line of buried an- 
cestors may not the present always contem- 
plate there. c 

Nor are there many received into the tomb 
worth so much respect as one dead hour. .All 
else shall live again: lost hours have no re- 
surrection. 

There were old servants waiting around, to 
welcome her, new ones attending upon her 
orders; but for a moment or two she noticed 
no one, till at lex the old housekeeper, who 
knew her from a babe, spoke out, saying, “Ah, 
madam! I do not wonder to see you a little 
sad on first coming to the old place again, after 
all that has happened.” 

“ Ah, = meg onl Nien anon the lady, 
“ man things have happened since we 

rted. But how are you, Goody? You look 

looming :” and walking into house, she 
heard the reply in the hall. 

From the hall, the old housekeeper led her 
lady through the house, and mightily did she 
chatter and gossip by the way. e lady list- 
ened nearly in silence; for Arnold was 
generous in conversation, and spared her com- 
panion all expense of words. At length, how- 
ever, 80 ing she said seemed to rouse her 
mistress, and she exclaimed with a somewhat 
bitter laugh, “ And so the good people declar- 
oe ame geing tebe, Seen 


“Mr. Hastings he was then, madam,” an- 
swered the housekeeper; “to be sure they 
did. All the country around talked of it, and 
the tenants listened at’ church to hear the 
banns proclaimed.” 

The lady turned very red, and the old wo- 
man went on to say, “Old Sir John seemed 
quite sure of it; but he reckoned without his 
host, I 


«ite did tadeod,” said the lady with an un 
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” replied her mistress, with 


@ quiet 
I never heard any evil of him.” 

“Oh dear me, madam! do not you know?” 
exclaimed the old woman; and then came the 


whole story of the cotter’s ter on the 
hill, and how she and her father and old 


“Persuaded or threatened Sir John Hast- 
ings!” said the lady in a tone of doubt. “I 
knew him better than either of his sons; and 
never did I see a man so little likely to yield 
to ion or to bow to menace ;” she 
fell into a deep fit of musing, which lasted 
long, while the old housekeeper rambled on 
from subject to subject, unlistened to, but 
very well content. 

t us dwell a little on the lady, and on her 
character. There is always something to in- 
terest, something to instruct, in the c ter 
of a woman. It is like many a problem in 
Euclid, which seems at first sight as plain and 
simple as the broad sunshine ; but when we 
come to study it, we find intricacies beneath 
which puzzle us mightily to resolve. Itisa 
fine, curious, delicate, complicated piece of 
anatomy, a woman’s heart. I have dissected 
many, and I know the fact. Take and es | that 
fibre e care, for heaven’s sake! that 
you do not tear the one next to it ; and be sure 
you do not dissever the fragments which bind 
those most opposite parts together! See, here 
lies a muscle of keen sensibility ; and there— 
what is that? A cartilage, hard as a nether mill- 
stone. Look at those light, irritable nerves, 
} ety at the slightest touch ; and then see 

ose tendons, firm, fixed, and powerful as the 
resolution of a martyr. Oh, that wonderful 
piece of organization! who can describe it 
accurately ? 

I must not to do so; but I will give 
a slight sketch of the being before me. 


ere she stands, somewhat above the usual 
height, but beautifully formed, 


with every line 


; “but was he so very wicked ? | ti 
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es almost dazzling in their dark 
“How chaste, “wey ea the rae oi 
mouth. Yet do you 
of keeping the 


sent row pressed hard against the other. 


4 
si 


the 


es, such is the interior of that fair temple, 
and yet, how calm, sweet, and promising it 


I have omitted much perhaps; for the hu- 
man heart is like the ealdron of the witches pp 
in Macbeth, and one might go cn throwi 
in ingredients till the audience became tired o 
the song. However, what I have said will be 
enough for the reader’s information; and if 
we come upon any unexplained phenomena, I 
must endeavor to elucidate them hereafter. 
Let us suppose the lady’s interview with 
her housekeeper at an end—all her domestic 
ments made—the house restored to its 
air of habitation—visits received and pai 
Amongst the earliest visitors were Sir i 
and ey Awe He came frankly, and in 
one of his most moods, perfectly igno- 
_ - she bad ever been = poe of 
ere havi nm & marriage proposed be- 
a himeelt — her; and she me him 
is fair wife with every appearance of 
cordiality. But as soor as ‘oem tilts and all’ 
the ceremonies were over, the lady began to’ 
drive much about the country, = to collect 
aooy he rumor she could meet with of 
all the neighboring families. Her closest at- 
tention, however, centred upon those affecting 
the Hastings’ race; aud she found the whole 
strange story of the cottage girl confirmed, 
with many another icular added. She 
smiled when she heard this—smiled blandly— 
it seemed to give her pleasure. She would 
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ee do as well. There 
objection to her visiting her 
neighbors, to comfort, to relieve; and 
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below on the high and the 
ly climbed the hill alone towards the cottage, 
girl and her parents formerly lived. 
the old woman, who was now its 
pant, busily cooking her morning meal; 
sitting down, she entered into conversation 
ith her. At first she could obtain but little 
rmation; the old woman was in a sullen 
and would not speak of any thing she 
i t like. Money was of no avail to un- 
eloquence. 
never asked or taken charity, the 
said, and now she did not need it. 
ly pondered for a few minutes, con- 
ing the character of her ancient hostess, 
y her experience and intuition; and 
idly asked her _ = whole histo: 
oung John Hastings cottage girl. 
Tel me all,” she said, “for I wish to know 
it—I have an interest in it.” 

“ Ay?” said the old woman, gazing at her, 
“then you are the prett lady Sir Philip was 
to have married, but would not have her ? 

“The same,” replied the visitor, and for an 
instant a bright red spot arose upon her cheek 
—a pang like a knife passed through her 


That was the price she paid for the grati- 
fication of her curiosity. But it probably was 
for she stayed nearly an hour and a 
in the cottage—so long, indeed, that her 
servants, who were with the carriage, became 
alarmed, and one of the footmen walked up 
the ~~ He pom rif vation a 
“Poor thing,” she said, as if s) ing of the 
old woman she had just left, “her senses 
wander a little; but she is poor, and has been 
much uted. I must do what I can for 
her. mever she comes to the house, see 
she is admitted.” 
The old woman did come often, and always 
had a conference with the lady of the mansion ; 
but here let us leave them for the present. 


They may appear upon the stage again. 


CHAPTER VILL 

“ My pear Sim Pani: ‘ 

“TI have not seen you or dear Lady Has- 
> alg many months ; nor your sweet Emily 
she pssd my carriage igs oa boveshach, sweteiog 

m on horse sweeping 

the hill-side ea gleam of light. My 

life is a sad, solitary one here; and I wish my 
friends would take more compassion upon me 
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that I 
“But I know that are vi , 
PY wc Racdigged at wa gigs | 


cannot - Riper 1 ps woman 
can pine for iety of other more lo 
friends oe benks ain I must, rt 
fore, attack the only accessible point I know 
about you, meaning P isl compassion, which 
‘ou never refuse to those who really require 


clearly understand, and in which I have no one 
to advise me but a country attorney, whose 
integrity as well as ability I much doubt. To 
whom can I apply so well as to you, when I 
need the counsel and assistance of a none 
equally kind, disinterested, and clear-headed 
I venture to do so, then, in full confidence, and 
ask you to ride over as soon as you can, to 
give me your advice, or rather to decide for 
me, in a matter where a considerable amount 
of property is at stake, and where decision is 
required immediately. I trust when you do 
come you will stay all night, as the business 
is, I fear, of so complicated a nature, that. it 
may occupy more than one day of your valua- 
ble time in the affairs of 
Your faithful and obliged servant, 
i ae Caro.inE Hazeron.” 

“ eton’s m waiting ?” 
asked Sir Philip Hestiaga, afer having ail 
the letter and mused for a moment. 

The servant answered in the affirmative; 
and his master rejoined, “Tell him I will not 
write an answer, as I have some business to 
attend to; but I beg he will tell his mistress 
that I will be with her in three hours.” 

Lady Hastings uttered a low-toned excla- 
mation of surprise. She did not venture to 
ask any question—indeed she rarely ques- 
tioned her husband on any subject; but when 
any thing excited her wonder, or, as was more 
frequently the case, her curiosity, she was ac- 
customed to seek for satisfaction in a some- 
what indirect way, by raising her beautiful 
eyebrows with a doubtful sort of smile, or, as 
in the present instance, by exclaiming, Good 
gracious! Dear me!” or giving voice to some 
other little vocative, with a note of interroga- 
tion strongly marked after it. 

In this case there was more than one feeling 
at the bottom of her exclamation. She was 
surprised; she was curious; and she was, 
moreover, in the least degree in the world, 
jealous. She had her share of weaknesses, as 

have said; and one of them was of a kind 
less uncommon than may be supposed. Of 
her husband’s conduct she had no fear—not 
the slightest oe. gram Indeed, to have enter- 
tained any would have been impossible—but 
she could not bear to see him liked, admired, 
esteemed, by any woman—mark me, I ep | 
any woman; for no one could feel more 
umphant joy than she did when she saw him 
duly appreciated by men. She was a great 

















the object 


Se a 


manner, 1 
shough of other e’s conduct to remark. 
» Not to dwell Ie’ Wang oa such things, Sir 


ton; and then summoned a servant and gave 
orders for various ——_ 
deed Lay Hastings, polting. out v0 him tho 
ings, pointing out to hi 

in the letter which spoke of the long 
absence of all the family. 

“Not when I am going on business,” replied 
her husband gravely, and quitted the room. 

An hour after, Philip was on 
horseback with a servant ing a valise be- 
hind him, and riding slowly thro the park. 
The day was far advanced, and the distance 
was likely to occupy about an hour and a half 
in travelling; but the gentleman had fallen 
into a reverie, and rode very slowly. They 
—_ the park gates; they took their way 

wn the lane + Age church and near the par- 
sonage. Here Sir Philip pulled in his horse 
suddenly, and ordered the man to ride on and 
announce that he would be at Mrs. Hazleton’s 
soon after. He then fastened his horse to a 
large hook, put up for the express purpose on 
most country houses of that day in 
and walked up to the door. It was ajar, and 
without ceremony he walked in, as he was 
often accustomed to do, and entered the little 


bs of the rector. 
e clergyman himself was not there; but 
were two persons in the room, one a 
young and somewhat dashing-looking man, 
one or two and twenty years of age, exceed- 
ly handsome both in face and figure; the 
nage past the middle age, thin, pale, 
eager and keen-looking, in whom Sir Philip 
instantly recognized a well known, but not 
very well reputed attorney, of a country town 
about twenty miles distant. They had one of 
the laige parish books before them, and were 
both bending over it with great appearance of 

earnestness. 

The step of Sir Philip Hastings roused 
them, and turning round, the attorney bowed 
low, saying, “I give you good day, Sir Philip. 
T hope I have the honor of seeing you well.” 

“Quite so,” was the brief reply, and it was 
Seeeet an inquiry for the pastor, who it 
seemed gone into another room for some 
papers which were required. 


, something 
strangely to affect him—a sort of con- 


seemed 

fused after various 

efforts, burst forth as soon as the usual salu- 
tation was over, in the words,“ , Sir Phil- 


actions, words, and even looks of those few in 
whom he took an interest, he could sometimes 
watch and comment on in his own mind with 
intense study. True; he watched without un 
dei ing, and commented wrongly; for he 
had too little experience of the motives of oth- 
ers from outward observation, and found too 
little sympathy with the general motives of the 
world, in his own heart,to judge even those 
he loved rightly. But the conduct, the looks, 
the words of ordinary men, he hardly took the 
trouble of remarking; and the parson’s 
surprise and hesitation, passed like breath upon 
a mirror, seen but retaining no hold 
upon his mind'for a moment. Neither did the 
abrupt question surprise him; nor the quick, 
angry look which it called up on the face of 
the attorney attract his notice; but he replied 
quietly to Mr. Dixwell, “I do not remember 
having made any appointment with you.” 

The matter was all well so far; and would 
dling fellow. h aye but the ree» salling med- 
i ellow, nearly spoiled all, by calli 
the attention of Philip ings more strongly 
to the strangeness of the clergyman’s question. 

“ Perhaps,” said the man of law, interrupting 
the baronet in the midst, “Perhaps Mr. Dix- 
well thought, Sir Philip, that you came here 
to speak with me on the business of the Hon- 
orable Mrs. Hazleton. She told me she would 
consult you, and I can explain the whole mat- 
ter to you.” 

But the clergyman instantly declared that 
he meant nothing of the kind; and at the same 
moment Sir Philip Hastings said, “I beg you 
will not, sir. Mrs. Hazleton will explain what 
she thinks proper'to me, herself. I desire no 
previous ialpansations as I am now. on my wa 
to her. Why my good friend here should 
suppose I came by appointment, I cannot tell. 
However, I did not; and it does not matter. 
I only wish, Mr. Dixwell, to say, that [hear the 
old woman Danley is ill and dying. She isa 

ist, and the foolish people about fancy she 
is a witch. Little help or comfort will she:ob- 
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ters of faith should only at such a moment 
us. feel: the. greater compassion for 


Mt. Dixwell thought differently, for though 
man, he was a He did not 
venture to think of disobeying the 

—— of the fala man of the parish— 
the man who now held both the Hastings and 
; but he would fain have 


ught to be, at the very least, ban- 
ished pee the country for ever. 
But Sir Philip Hastings was not inclined to 
listen, and although the good man began the 
nt in a mn. tone, his visitor, falling 
into a fit of thought, walked slowly out of 
the room, along the passage, through the door, 
and mounted his horse, without effectually 


~ ere, Page 4 word, though they were many 
which Dixwell showered upon him as he 
followed. 
At his return to his little study, the a mene 
found looking 2 neeng oes man and the lawyer, no 
ok, but conversing notin 


very stag rng with excited countenances 
quick gestures. The moment he entered, 
however, they stopped, the young man wing 
with an oath, for which the clergyman repro 
him on the spot. 
«. “That is very well, Mr. Dixwell,” said the 
attorney, “and my young friend here will be 
much the better for some good admonition; 
and for sitting under your ministry, as I trust 
he will, some day soon; but we must go I 
fear directly. However, there is one thing I 
want to say; for you had nearly spoiled every 
mr) - No person poms be at cards—” 

never touch them,” said the parson, with 
a holy horror in his face. 

ell, others do,” said the attorney, “and 
— who do never show - hand ~ 

eir opponent. Now, law is like a game o 

alent 


“In which the lawyer is sure te get the odd 
trick,” observed the young man. 

“And we must not have Sir Philip Hast- 
ings know one step that we are taking,” con- 
tinued the lawyer. “If you have conscience, as 
Iam sure you have, and honor, as I know you 
‘have, you will not suffer any thing that we 
have asked you, or — to you, to transpire ; 
for then, of course, Sir Philip would take 
—- means to prevent our o ag, 





man to himself; and having again cau- 
nT penineran Gin teeta t without 
some obscure menaces of danger to hi 
he failed, the two gentlemen left 
hurried down, as fast. as they Shy 
small alehouse in the nina Soe y 
left their horses. In a few 
known poacher, whose very 
tion was the jail or the was 
sey from the door of fie 
ay 00 0 
stable, and then to mount hi 
way over the e Opa 
possessed a more dignified qoairenen ete as 
dog or a donkey in his life; so that it was evi- 
dant oahonee c05m! RennA TER! 2 was 
not engaged in the congenial ut dangerous 
occupation of stealing it, was clear from the 
fact of the owner of the beast gazing ng quietly 
who 
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at him out of the window while he 
and then round to the attorney, 
sat at a table hard by, and saying, “he is off, I 


“ Well, let him go,” replied the lawyer, “ but 
Ido not half like it, Master John. Ev 


“But this is not a matter of law,” 
the younger man, “it is a matter of 


you fool. might come of it, if he were 
to have a lo causing tall. ih Se, Oh ae 
upon her d 


“ Very little,” pec the attorney, in a calm 
well-assured tone, “I know her well. She is 
as hard as a flint stone. She always was, and 
time has not softened her. Besides, he has ne 
one with him S0;take Sopeeiiens, SSS aaee 
you we - eg oes not live a ftigh 

“ But I tell you, is getting ten 
she comes near death!” exclaimed the young 
man, “She has got all sorts of fancies into 
her head; about hell, and purgatory, and the 
devil knows what; and she spoke to my mother 
yesterday about repentance, and atonement, 
and a pack of stuff more, and wanted extreme 
unction, and to confess to a priest. It would 
be a fine salve, I fancy, that could patch up.the 
wounds in her conscience; but if this 
Hastings were to come to her with his grave 
face and solemn tone, and frighten her still 
more, he would get any thing out of her he 


pl 
“JT don’t think it,” answered the la 


er de- 
liberately ; “ hate, John, is the longest 
lived passion I It lasts into the grave, 
as I ae often sesn-in 1 
wills w cy. Why 














old cynic. 


an 
very sound of his voice, and 


would reconcile her to him but his 
juring the errors of Cal- 
owever, as you have 
Only re- 

it if violence 
and 
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and 


fellow, it cannot be hel 
ing to do wi 
vie aude aldo of tae bs 
on the safe 1) w.” 
obtlese, 
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aeHits 


ully; “it is your 

ind than before it. 

I don’t doubt Tom Cutter in the 
I et § told him to interrupt 
take care they had no 

ip ; to stick there till he was gone, 
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is not a man to bear such inter- 
id the attorney, gravely; “he is as 
t looking as the deep sea on a summer’s 
; but there can come storms, I tell you, 
J and then woe to those who have trusted 
the quiet look.” 


feet 
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“ and perhaps, by a little clever twisting and 


turning, we might make something of it if he | bages 


did, were there any other person concerned 
but this Tom Cutter, and we had a good ser- 
viceable witness or two. But this man is such 
a rogue that his word is worth nothing ; and to 
thrash him—tho the business of the bea- 
dle—would be no discredit to the istrate. 

i ive the provocation, and 
one word of Sir Philip's would be worth a 
thousand oaths of Tom Cutter’s, in any court 
in the kingdom.” 

“ As to thrashing him, that few can do,” re- 
plied the youth ; “ but only remember, Shanks, 
that I gave no orders for violence.” 

“Twas not present,” replied the attorney, 
with a grin; “ you had better, by a great deal, 
trust entirely to me, in these things, Master 
John. If you do, I will wer | you safely 
thro depend upon it; but i = do not, 
no can tell what maycome. Here comes 
Folwell, the sexton. Now hold your tongue, 
and let me manage him, sir. You are not ac- 
quainted with these matters.” 


CHAPTER IX. 
Dw you ever examine’an ant-hill, dear 
veader? What a wonderful little cosmos it 


is—what an epitome of a great city—of the! 


doubtless,” answered the | i 
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any man if he could but get a sight into Fate’s 
great workshop, and see only tha i 
which the events are on a anvil ye 7 
our own proceedings. , even if we 
= ight not mg ——— i after 
only burn or pinch our fingers in try- 
ing to put pieces together which fate did not 
intend to fit. 

In the na HP pence is to say while the 
attorney and his companion were talking to- 
gether at the alehouse—Sir Philip 
rode quietly up the hill to the co’ I have 
Peay described, on Sones not de- 
seri in, merely noticing it now pre- 
mor Pee J of neatness and repair 
which it not before possessed. He tied 
his horse to the palings, walked slowly up the 
little path, gazing right and left at the eab- 

and carrots on either side, and then 
without ceremony went in. 

The cot had two tenants at this time, 
the invalid old woman, and another, well-nigh 
as old but less decrepit, who had been engaged 
to attend upon her in her sickness. How she 
got the money to pay her no one knew, for 

er middle life and the first stage of old age 

had been marked by poverty and distress; 
but somehow money seems to have a natural 
affinity for old age. It grows upon old peo- 
ple, 1 think, like corns; and certainly she 
never wanted money now. 

There she was, lying in her bed, a miserable 
object indeed to see. She was like a woman 
made of fungus—not of that smooth, putty- 
like, fleshy fungus which grows in dank 
places, but of the rough, rugged, brown, ca- 
runculated sort which rises upon old stumps 
of trees and dry-rot gate- Teeth had 
de nearly a quarter of acentury before, 
and the aquiline features had become more 
hooked beaky for their loss; but the eyes 
had now lost their keen fire, and were ‘dal 
and filmy. 

The attorney was quite right. Hate was 
the last thing to go out in the ashes where the 
spark of life iteelf lingered but faintly. At 








For a moment or two she lay muttering 
sounds which seemed to have no meaning; 


“Yes, my poor woman,” said the baronet; 
“is there any thing I can do for you?” 

“Come nearer, come nearer,” she replied, 
“T cannot see you plainly.” 

“Tam close to you, nevertheless,” he’ an- 
swered. “I am touching the bed on which 
you lie.” 

“Let me feel you,” continued she—* give 
me your hand.” 

did as she asked him; and holding by 
his hand, she made a great le to raise 
herself in bed; but she could not, and lay ex- 
hausted for a minute before she spoke again. 

At | however, she raised her voice 
louder and shriller than before—* May a curse 
rest upon this hand and upon that head!” she 
exclaimed ; “may the hand work its own 
evil, and the head its own destruction! May 
the child of your love poison your peace, and 
make you a scoff, and a by-word, and a 
shame aa May the wife of your bosom perish 


But Sir Philip Hastings withdrew his hand 


suddenly, and an unwonted flush came upon 
his cheek. 


« For shame!” he said, in a low stern tone, 
“for shame !” 

The next moment, however, he recovered 
himself perfectly ; and turning to the nurse he 


added, “Poor wretch! my presence only 
seems to excite evil feelings which should 
long have 
sellors for the hour of death. If there be 
any ~——- can tend to her bodily comfort 
that the hall can supply, send up for it. The 
servants have orders. Would that any thing 
could be done for her spiritual comfort; for 
this state is terrible to witness.” 

“ She often asks for a priest, your worship,” 
said the nurse. “Perhaps if she could see 
one she might think better before she died.” 

“ Alas, I doubt it,” replied the visitor ; “ but 
at all events we cannot afford her that relief. 
No such person can be found here.” 

“I don’t know, Sir Philip,” said the old 
woman, with a good deal of hesitation ; 
“they do say that at Carrington, there is— 
there is what they call a seminary.” 

“You do not mean a papist college !” ex- 
claimed the baronet, with unfeigned surprise 
and consternation. 

“Oh, dear, no sir,” replied the nurse, “ only 
a gentleman—a seminary—a seminary priest, 
I think they call it; a papist certainly; but 
ee ee bodes very good gentleman, all but 


away, and are not fit coun-| i 





s| apprehension. I shall take no notice of your 


word, however, and as to the rest, ee 
as I have said, act as you think fit. I 
not make the laws, and I may think them 


mounted his horse and away. 

It was in the early autumn time of the year 
and the scene was peculiarly lovely. I 
given a slight description of it before, but I 
ss Sic Philip Hastings fansod and dwelt upon 
as Sir Philip i welt 
its loveliness at that moment, although he 
-_ and watched it a oer 7 aay before. 

e was not very impressible scenery. 
Like the sages of Laputa, his en were more 
frequently turned inwards than outwards; but 
there was something in that landscape which 
struck a chord in his heart, that is sure to 
vibrate easily in the heart of every one of his 


e en. 
It was peculiarly English—I might say sin- 
gularly English ; for I have never seen any 
thing of ray: - the same character anywhere 
else but in Old England—except i 
New England, where I know not whether it 
be from the country having assimilated iteelf 
ple, or from the people having 
lance to 


scene stikes the eye which brings back to the 
i i all the old, dear feel- 


ne 
in ed maps, dive 

aieition of the scene. ide, and far away, 
on either hand, the eye could wander al 

oe Man catching first — — bold mass 
0 or craggy piece of gro —e 
almost the character of a cliff, seen in 

and sharp distinctness, with its plume of trees 
and coronet of yellow gorse, and then, 
avery! onward to wave after wave, the nght 
rested upon the various projecting points, 
softer and softer as pn nove like the 
memories of early days, till the last lines of the 
wide sweep left the mind doubtful whether 
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cottage, too, with its pale 
of smoke curling up over the 
Then, on the lower slope of all, 
ws of elms, with bright green 
of' verdant turf between; the spires of 
churches; the roofs and white walls of many 
sorts of man’s dwelling-places, and gleams of 
ge alley two or three arches a 
ond that again appeared a ric 

wide villeigod might almost have called it a 
ee. in gay confusion, with fields, and 
and vil and trees, and streams, 

and towns, mixed altogether in exquisite dis- 
order, and tinted with all the variety of colors 
shades that belong to autumn and to 


“Down the descent, the eye of Sir Philip 
Hastings could trace several roads and paths, 
every step of which he knew, like daily habits. 
There was one, a bridle-way from a town 


i 
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reached the cot and then descended with 
a line into the valley, crossing the bridle- 
| ond have mentioned. A wider path—in- 

it might be called a road, though it was 
not a turnpike—came over the hills from the 


left, and with all those easy graceful turns 
which Englishmen so much love in their high- 
ways, an e- 


— 


impses of which might be 
caught over the tops of the trees. As the 
baronet sat there on horseback, and looked 
around, more than one living object met his 
eye. To say bran of some sheep wander- 
ing along the uninclosed part of the hill, now 
stopping to nibble the short now trot- 
ting forward for a sweeter not to no- 


tice the oxen in the pastures below, there was 





a large cart slowly winding its way along an 





the left, was another rider of very different 
demeanor, going along at a rattling pace, and 
apparently somewhat careless of his horse’s 


but slight and sty. 


after his own peculiar fashion. I need “not 
trece the procession of eae through his 
brain. It ended, however, wi 


ed words, 

“ that such a land should have 
— so many scoundrels, tyrants, and 

naves!” 

He then slowly urged his horse forward, 
down the side of the hill, soon reached some 
tall. trees, where the inclosures and h 
rows commenced, and was approaching 
point at which the road he was travelling, 
crossed the bridle-path, when he heard some 
loud, and as it seemed to him, angry words, 
passing between two persons he could not 
see. 


“T will soon teach you that ;” cried a loud, 
coarse tongue, adding an exceedingly blas- 
phemous oath, which I will spare the reader. 

“My good friend,” replied another milder 
voice, “I neither desire to be taught any thing, 
jest’ now, nor would you be the teacher I 
should chose, if I did, though perchance, in 
case of need, I might give you a lesson, 
which would be of some service to you.” 

Sir Philip rode on, and the next words he 
heard were spoken by the first voice, to the 
following effect; “Curse me, if I would not 
try that, only my man might get off in the 
mean time; and I] have other husiness in hand 
than yours. Otherwise I would give you such 
a licking in two minutes, you would be puzzled 
to find a white spot on your skin for the next 
month.” 

“Two minutes would not detain you long,” 
replied the calmer voice, “and, as I have never 
had such a beating, I should like to see, first, 
whether you could give it, and secondly, what 
it would be like.” 

“Upon my soul, you are cool!” exclaimed 
the first speaker with another oath. 

“Perfectly,” replied the second; and, at the 
same moment, Sir Philip Hastings emerged 
from among the trees, at the point where the 
two roads crossed, and where the two speakers 
were face to face before his eyes. 

The one, who was in truth the sa 
traveller whom he has seen wending along the 
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put himself right in 


with him first, and then for you, my friend.” 
“No, no, to an old miei, first come must 


be first served,” replied the traveller, pushing | with 


his horse forward a few ste 
“ Keep the in the King’s name!” ex- 
claimed Sir Philip 3 Hastings. “I, as a magis- 
trate, c you, sir, to assist me in appre- 
is man!—Thomas Cutter, get off 
that horse !” 


The only reply was a coarse and violent 
expletive, and a blow with a thick heavy stick, 
aimed right at Sir Philip’s head. The magis- 


Pe eR RTT 
F = | a mo ry struggle, devel g de ie re 


the forcibly down, no , 
his exclamations of “Curse me, that isn’t fa 
Whoa! you give a man a fall, let him get 


ScTf he is a fair fighter, Ido,” replied thé 
noon “but when = pirate, I don’t—” 
din Cithinig’ “40 BR ‘lin Hasti ; 
had ‘by this time dismounted, he said, «What 
is to be done with this fellow, sir? It seems 


ing you sho 
day” 

“His offence towards myself,” replied the 
Baronet, “I will pass over, for it seems to me, 
he has been punished enough in his own way ; 
but I suspect he has stolen this horse: He is 
a man of notoriously bad character, who can 
never have obtained such an animal by honest 


trate put up his arm, which received the blow, | means. 


and was nearly fractured by it; but at the 
@ame moment, the younger traveller spurred 
forward his horse upon the ruffian, and with one 
sweep of his arm struck him to the ground. 

Tom Cutter was upon his feet again in a 
moment. He was accustomed to hard blows, 
and like the immortal hero of Butler, could 
almost tell the quality of the stick he was 
beat withal. He was not long in discovering, 
therefore, that the fist which struck him was 
of no ordinary weight, and was directed with 
skill as well as with vigor; but he was ac- 
customed to make it his boast, that he had 
never taken a licking “from any man,” which 
vanity caused him at once to risk such an- 
other blow, in the hope of having his revenge. 

Rushing upon the you serene Hae stick 
in hand, he pre to knock him from his 
horse ; for the other appeared to have no de- 
fensive arms, but a slight hazel twig, pulled 
from a hedge. 

“He will jump off the other side of his 
horse,” thought Tom Cutter; “and then, if 
he do, Pll contrive to knock the nag over 
upon him. I know that trick, well enough.” 

But the stranger disappointed him. Instead 
of opposing the horse between him and his 
assailant, he sprung with one bound out of the 
saddle, on the side next to the ruffian himself, 


eaught the upli stick with one hand, and 
seized the collar of the bruiser’s coat with the 
other. 

, Tom Cutter 


to suspect he had made 

a mistake; put, knowi that at such close 

quarters the stick would avail him little, 

and that strength of thews and sinews would 

avail him much, he dropped the cudgel, and 
led with the in return. 

t was all the work of a moment. Sir Philip 
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“No, I didn’t steal him, I vow and swear” 
cried the ruffian, in a piteous tone ; for bullies 
are almost always cravens; “he was lent to 
me by Johny Groves—some call him another 
name; but that don’t signify—He lent him 
to me, to come up here, to stop your gab with 
the old woman, Mother Danty; and mayhap 
to give you a good basting write mts g 
But I didn’t steal the horse no how; and 
he is, runniny away over the hill-side, and I 
shall never catch him; for this cursed fellow 
has well nigh broken my back.” 380 

“ Served you quite t, my friend,” re 
the ——_ still keeping him tightly down 
with his foot. “How came you. to use.a cud- 
gel to a man who had none? Take my ad- 
vice, another time, and know your man before 
you meddle with him.” 

In the mean time Sir Philip Hastings had 
fallen into a profound reverie, only re 
to himself the words “ John Groves.” Now 
the train of thought which was awakened in 
his mind, though not quite new, was unpleas- 
ant to him ; for the time when he first became 
familiar with that name was immediately sub- 
sequent to the opening of his father’s will, in 
which had been found a clause ordering the 
payment of a considerable sum of money to 
some very respectable trustees, for the pur- 
= of purchasing an annuity in favor of one 

ohn Groves, then a minor. 

There had been something about the elause 
altogether which the son and heir of Sir John 
Hastings could not understand, and did not 
like. ” Hower the will enjoined him gener- 


ally to make no ingui ver into. the 
motives of any of de: besnea and with his 
usual stern rigidity in what he conceived 
he had not only:asked no questions, but 


ie vl 








stiffly from the 
Aut Passage foot; “but I can tell 


Philip, others have their eyes upon 
80 you had better look to yourself. You 
your head mightily to high, just now: 
Hastings did not condescend to 
a look; but turning to the 
the man’s words had never 
he said, “I think we had bet- 
ir. You seem to be going my 
Night is falling fast, and in this part of 
country two is sometimes a safer number 

to travel with than one.” 
The other bowed his head gravely, and re- 
mounting their horses they proceeded on the 
way before them, while Tom Cutter, after giv- 





OYPRUS AND THE LIFE LED THERE. 
66 TMIDOLON, or the Trial of a Soul, and 
other Poems,” is the title of a new 
volume of verses from the press of Pickering, 
written by Watrer R. CassELs, a student of 
the gp = Shelley, re panine and Ten- 
nyson, rowning. A favorable specimen 
his abilities is offered in the following de- 
seription of Cyprus: 


the 
ke a fair 
Streame clear as the 
vermore wander around it, 
ke the vein’d tide through our members, 
uick the blessings of beauty, 


health and verdurous pleasure. 
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Only the semblance of angels.” 





THE COUNT MONTE-LEONE, 

OR, THE SPY IN SOCIETY.” 
TRANSLATED FOR THE INTERNATIONAL MONTHLY MAGA- 
ZINE FROM THE FRENCH OF H. DE ST. GEORGES. 
Continued from page 60. 

—_ mga THIRD. . 
\W 0 vero in despair, yieldi 
to the stapalistion which pre das 
him, just as the singer leaned over his bed to 
be assured that he was asleep. La Felina 
looked at him for some time in silence, with 
pity in her eyes. “Why does he love me?” 
a she; “what have I done? why should 


this r lad love one who scarcely knew 
n° ie 


Rovero moved. “Heavens! is the effect of 
the narcotic over? Will he awaken?” 

“Felina!” murmured Taddeo. 

“My name ever on his lips and in his heart. 
Yes! I was right in avoiding another inter- 
view: this letter tells all.” She took a paper 
from herbosom. “But if he resist my prayer, 
if he shrink from the duty imposed on him b 
honor and humanity! He alone can Prints | 
it—all my hope is in him!” 

She approached the table, and by the pale 
moonligh t looked at the flask of Massa wine. 
A single glass had been taken from it. “One 
glass !” said she, “only one glass? His sleep 
cannot be long. This torpor will terminate 
before any one enters his cell. But Lippiani 
the turnkey is devoted to me, and will see no- 


Drawing near the bed she took out of her 
fine hair a long gold pin, with which to fasten 
the letter on his pillow, so that his eyes would 
rest on it when he awoke. While Felina’s 
face was near Rovero’s as she put the letter 
beneath his head, her warm breath h on 
his lips ; am, ayy hers, and,*terrified, she 
sprang from his side. 
by Stringer & Seetet a - Clerk’s they of ‘hs 
trict Court of the United States for the Southern 
of New-York. 


‘Die 








singer, 
oe were oe precursors of his 
awakening, disappeared by the secret passages 
thro which she had entered. An hour 
by before Taddeo could triumph over 
his sleep. His heavy eyes shut together in 


the et of La Felina. Had he not 
seen her approaching his bed just as he sunk 
to sleep, he would have been sure of it. He 
shuddered at the thought that he had lost the 
opportunity so anxiously expected. At last 
he recovered his strength, and attempted to 
rise. As he did so, his hand touched La Fe- 
lina’s letter on the pillow. When he drew 
out the diamond-headed pin which fastened 
it, he no longer doubted that he had actu- 
ally seen her. Having been unable to rouse 
him, she had written to him. He felt angry 
with himself. He would have given ten years 


of his life to regain that one lost hour. He | Marq 


went to the tall window of the chapel to in- 
voke a single ray of the moon to enable him 
to read the lines which had been traced by the 
hand of the woman he worshipped. This 
consolation was denied him. The moon was 
hidden by clouds, and the completest obseu- 
rity pervaded the prison. What Taddeo suf- 
fered during the time till day, which it seemed 
to him would never dawn, may be fancied, 
but not described. His fate was in his own 
hands, yet it was unknown. Ardently clasp- 
ing to his heart and to his lips the nga 

r on which Felina had written, his heart 
Sicame intoxicated. He wane f kissed 
the sheet on which the singer had left her 
words, and a sad presentiment of misfortune 
took ion of him. He almost feared 
the coming of day, the light of which would 
reveal to him his fate. 

Day dawned, at first feeble, then brighter, 
and still brighter, and finally brilliant and 
clear. He opened the letter, and his eyes 

over it with tender earnestness. A 

vid pallor overcast his features, a nervous 
tremor shook him. The lines traced by La- 
Felina he could not read; and overcome by 
despair, he sank to his seat. The keeper en- 
tered. “Signor,” said he to Taddeo, “the 
person who visited you three days ago asks 
permission to see you again.” 

“Who is he? id Taddeo—his voice 
choked with grief. 

“The Marquis de Maulear.” 

The name recalled to the prisoner his 
mother and Aminta. This memory soothed 
his wounded heart. “My mother, my sister,” 
thought he; “but for their tenderness what 





While the keeper was absent, he hurried to 
the bed, examined it anxiously as if in search 
NN ee his 


tion. 
the last lines, 
ered the m 


yed the contest in 
crushed heart, he said aloud, as if he wi 
some one to hear him, “You judged me cor- 
rectiy, Felina; misfortune will not make me 
unjust ; I will do what you ask !” 

A cry of joy echoed beneath the vault of 
the old chapel. Taddeo turned. The cry had 
penetrated his heart. But he was alone. Just 
then Henri de Maulear entered. 


“Let us hurry to my mother, Monsieur,” 
said Taddeo, casting one last look on the 
chapel walls, which had shut up so much sor- 
row, happiness and torment. He followed the 
uis. An hour afterwards two 
on noble English steeds—the best the stables 
of the Marquis afforded—rode toward Sorren- 
to. One of these riders, Rovero, was melan- 
choly, so that even the French amiability of 
the eat could not divert him from gloomy 
meditations. Ever and anon a smile hung on - 
his lips, till chased away by some painful 
memory. The Marquis de Maulear, satisfied 
that Taddeo concealed a secret from him, 
avoided any allusion to it, with the delicacy 
and good taste which above all things fears 
indiscretion. He feigned to attribute to the 
reserve of a new acquaintance his com n’s 
coldness and absence of mind. For his own 
part, delighted at being able to restore this 
prodigal son to the parental roof, anxious to 
see her whom he loved (to whom, relying on 
Taddeo’s promise, he had gone the evening 
before to announce her brother’s return), he 
could scarcely repress his delight. 

“Signor,” said he to Taddeo, at a moment 
owes - state of wc teeneaneaall to 

en their pace, “ we have : We 
have left the festivities and pleasures of Na- 
ples, and have nothing to say of your suffering 
and captivity.” 

“Not one word, Monsieur, if you please,” 
either of what I have passed through, or of the , 
sufferings of my friends.” ; 

“I think your mother and sister know no- . 
thing of what you have undergone. Had ; 
they, their suffering and alarm would have ~ 
been great. But do not flatter yourself that 
the arrest of Count Monte-Leone is unknown 
to them. One of the Neapolitan papers in- 
formed them yesterday of that fact; and I do 
not hide from you, that in my presence, your 
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at\eaid Aminta?”’ asked . 


indifference. 
unchanged, 


ie “'Povhim—to the Count,” said Taddeo. “I 
‘eonfide to you almost a family secret. Count 
‘Monte-Leone ly loves my sister. He 
never told me so; but it is the case. If he be 
‘#festored te liberty, as his friends hope, it will 
bea good match for Aminta.” 

“Every word of Rovero fell like a drop of 

oil on the heart of Maulear. 

«My father,” said Taddeo, “left us but a 
moderate fortune. Perhaps some day we may 
be rich—ri onte-Leone—for we 
re the only heirs of the Roman Cardinal 
' iani, my mother’s brother, who, as the 
eldest son, inherited all the property of my 
‘maternal grandfather. As yet, however, our 
fortune is small, though sufficient for my tastes 
and ideas. But my mother and sister have 
other notions; and the marriage of Aminta 
‘and Count Monte-Leone would assure her a 
magnificent and brilliant portion.” 

«e* But if your sister does not love Count 
Monte-Leone ?” 
bo “Her refusal would make two persons un- 
BapPy 5 first the Count of Monte-Leone, and 
‘inthe second place——” 

“And in the second place?” said Maulear. 

» Myself.” 

o Yourself!” said Maulear, with surprise; 
“Are you intent on their marriage ?” 

* Yes,” replied Taddeo, with emotion; “now, 
all my happiness depends on it.” 

« Maulear was amazed at these singular words. 
Searcely had they been uttered, when Taddeo 

his horse sharply, and rode toward 

house of his mother, which he saw a few 
hundred yards distant. Henri followed him, 
‘troubled, and for the first time, with a care- 
marked brow, paused at Aminta’s door. A 
fond mother clasped her son to her bosom, 
with that pleasure which a mother only knows. 

Aminta, entirely recovered from her accident, 
kissed her brother affectionately. 
ott My son,” said Madame Rovero to Taddeo, 
as she clasped the hand of Maulear, “ beyond 
all doubt the Marquis has told you what we 
sowe him.” 

“The Marquis has only told me how de- 
voted’he: was to you.” 

“Well,” said Aminta, “I will be less dis- 
creet.” With exquisite grace she told Taddeo 
‘all that had passed. 





ous child who had so heroically sacrificed him- 


self for her. All followed Signora Rovero to 
the room of the invalid. He was 3 
great inflammation of his face had di 

and his eyes had returned to their. orbi 
Apparently he was rapidly recovering; but 
the cruel 
about to 
never 


tion of the physician 
verified: He will live, but wi 
speak 


sounds esca’ 


already learned to discriminate between the 
modulations of his voice. A kind of mute 
groan called her to him; a hiss ex 
pain or impatience; but, when his violent and 
almost savage nature was excited, a. terrible 
bellowing was heard, and the bravest heart 
might quail at the inhuman*sound. Tonio 
was asleep when the visitors entered his room, 
but he awoke, and without seeming surprised 
at the curious faces that surrounded his bed, 
looked at them earnestly, 
He first recognized Tadeo, and a contrac- 
tion of his lips, which, bent from their defor- 
mity, might have been called a smile, testified 
his pleasure at the visit. Aminta’s presence al- 
ways produced a effect. on, Scorpione, 
which his inability to speak enhanced. His 
eyes, of pale green, became suddenly lighted 
up with a peculiar and gentle languor, which 
was so tender that they seemed almost attrac- 
tive. This singular magnetism had « novel 
effect on the invalid. But his brow soon be- 
came contracted; a violent storm seemed to 
agitate his heart; and the hissing was heard. 
“What is the matter?” asked Taddeo. 
Aminta said she did not know. He had per- 
haps some new suffering, or something fad 
put him out of humor. Following the direc- 
tion of Tonio’s eyes, she saw they rested spark- 
ling and bright on those of Maulear. Aminta 
quailed, and Henri, who saw her tremble, hur- 
ried to sustain her. He thought the strength 
of the young convalescent needed this aid. 
But at the moment when the girl accepted the 
arm of Maulear, Scorpione rose and uttered 
the horrible cry by which he expressed his im- 
potent fury. All shuddered as they heard him. 
Aminta let go Maulear’s arm, and quickly 
sought, by Bas and words, to soothe . the 
Cretin, as she would appease an angry ehild. 
He became soothed at once, and Signora Ro- 
vero left him, followed by Taddeo, Maulear, 
and Aminta; but Aminta did not take Man- 
lear’s arm. 








»“ Signor,” said Aminta’s mother to 
as they went into the hall, “ do not 
suffer this festival in honor of the return of 
son to be celebrated without your pres- 
= baw our family meal, be satis- 
in doing so you will gratify us all.” 
The offer delighted Lode, and “a flew by 
with the rapidity love only confers on it when 
in the presence of loved ones. 
About dinner time two 
the villa, the Count Brignoli and hi 
Count was an old minister of war of Murat, 


(ned, what 
, always near each: 


Educated. 
their maootien onl cannot but have grown up 
them, so that now they perceive the 
without being aware of the’ cause. 
love each other because they were born to 
so, as birds mate in the spring because it 
the season of love. The spring of 
and Aminta is come. How can I, 
to this young girl, hope to p 
Her real preserver was not I, but 
tunate Tonio. Her itude to 
must be very feeble. ides, does 
lead to love?” 

As he indulged in these pai 
tions, his eyes became fixed on the 

damascened with black clow 


read 
strode rapidly 


of anger at seeing him, 


gs 
hall 


te 


skies, 
ds. 


Hu 
rE 
Bae 
girs 
TS 
gee 
fect 


and one of those 


had | emotions inconsiderately indulged in, 


ty, 
cient neither in the dark locks nor black 
though somewhat glasey eye, which is as it 


were the ordinary of the countenances 
displeased 


of the men of the south. 
The arrival of these visitors 
Maulear. The beauty of Gaetano struck him 
eee. The aoa ae Aminta 
e@ young man, tho thus explained, 
wounded him. During the whole day he fan- 
Cied that he discovered a thousand of those 
little trifles which a lover treasures up so 
carefully, and also that Aminta seemed hap- 
py in his presence. His anxiety had begun to 
pass away, when a new circumstance revived it. 
Aminta, who was a perfect musician, went to 
the piano, and sang some of those i 
canzonets which are so sweet and touching, 
like the flowers of this country of melody. 
The voice of Aminta found an echo in the 
heart of Maulear, and his ecstasy was at its 
height, when Gaetano joined her and sang the 
charming duo from Romeo é Julietta, the 
chef-d'euvre of Zi lli. The jealous Mau- 
lear, as he heard this passionate music, could 
not believe that art alone inspired the singer. 
He trembled when he thought, that as Juli- 
etta loved Romeo, Aminta might adore Gae- 
tano. 


Unable to repress the agitation which took 
ion of him, Maulear left the saloon at 


nigh 
tning shot thro the 
ing « storm. Tho Marquis’ could 


Aminta and the young Italian, blended together, 


followed ‘him wherever he went. “People,” 





which reflection often punishes, though too 
late, took possession of him. vedi 

“Signor,” said he to the young man, “ 
love the Signorina Aminta Rovero.” 

— at the sudden rencontre in the 

yet more amazed at the excited tone 
the Marquis, looked at him, and in his dark 
black eyes shone neither anger nor indi 
tion, but only astonishment at the question: 

“T have the honor to ask you,” said Maw 
lear, now become more calm, having more 
command of himself, and blushing at his first 
uncivil question, “if you do not (and it is 
— natural) re = — affection 

or your chil 8 fri the Signorina 
Aminta Rovero ?” 

“Tf I love Aminta ?” replied Gaetano. “Ah! 
Monsieur, who would not love her! Do you 
know a more beautiful girl in Naples? Do 
you know any one more cultivated and refined 
than she ?” 

“Certainly not,” said the Marquis, with a 
voice of half-stifled emotion. 

“ She is my childhood’s friend, the companion 
of my sports. With her I received my first 
lessons in music. The divine art I adore. 
You all know we accord, exactly. I oftew 
eae teacher tells me, but she never 

oes. 


To hear one the heart loves and adores, 
spoken of with qualification and familiarity by 
a stranger, is often an acute pain to a lover, so 
acute, that even the familiarity of a brother 
with a sister often causes distress to certain 
minds. Some jealous souls think this a rob- 
wd of friendship, and a profanation of their 


Maulear, wounded that the cherished name 
of Aminta should be so cavalierly treated by 
Gaetano, replied with ill-disguised temper, 

“T understand, Signor, that there is no’ 
false, even musically speaking, in the 
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or,” re ear impatiently, 
sen or gray I do, that A artice, 
ct and great, can express love as 

“The fact is,” continued Gaetano, “that 

Imust have loved some Julietta, when 
he wrote his Romeo.” 

* And you,” answered Maulear, “ must adore 
Signorina Aminta, to play so well the part of 
Romeo !” 

“Certainly,” said Gaetano, smiling; “and I 
know very few tenors in San Carlo who sing 
that duo asIdo. All must confess that there 
is no Julietta like her.” 

Maulear was amazed, and could make no 
reply. The young man either was sincere, and 
had, not lerstood him, or he had affected 

ing the remarks of his com- 

e singer, and not to the 

. He positively refused to become Mau- 

lear’s confidant, and by his adroitness and tact 

made himself understood. The result of 

all this was, that Maulear remained in a 

cruel state of doubt in relation to the senti- 

ments Gaetano entertained for Aminta, and, 

what was yet more painful, in relation to those 
of Aminta for Gaetano. 

“Excuse me, Marquis,” said the young man 
po oo gran our oon ae is so unex- 

t I, in my surprise, forgot a commis- 
sion with which I was ee by Signora 
Rovero. I sought you to inform you of it, 
when our conversation was diverted to some- 
thing else. Signora Rovero, fancying that 
you were superintending the preparations for 
your departure, wishes you to postpone them 
until to-morrow, as the night is dark and the 
road difficult and dangerous. Look,” said he, 
“at these large drops of rain, which are the 
avant-couriers of a violent storm.” 

* Indeed,” said oe “TI will then ac- 
company you to the ladies.” 

When P he returned to the room, they found 

ignora Rovero talking with the Count Brig- 
noli, and Taddeo, with his head on his han 
lost in sad meditation. Leaning on the back 
of his chair, was the poetic of Aminta. 
Her long black curls fell over her brother's 
brow, and when he looked up to see what it 
was that hung over him, she leaned her face 
towards his until their lips met. 

“Brother,” said she, “I closed your eyes 
on purpose that I might hide what I see in 
them.” 

“ What do you see there, my dear sister ?” 

“I see,” said she, “by their sadness and 
languor, that my brother has three pieces of 





@ you no more. 
sister,” said 
with emotion, “love me, love me 
better than ever, for I have more need of 
your affection.” Aminta threw herself in his 
arms. 
“What is all that?” said their mother, 


just come in with Maulear. 

“ Yes, Gaetano,” said Signora Rovero, “and 
a happy scene of that drama; for I know of 
no family more fortunate than mine.” 

Aminta drew near to Maulear, and her 
manner was so kind, and a we such at- 
tention to her guest, that Maulear felt his 
uneasiness pass away and his confidence re- 
turn. Just then the storm burst in all its 
—_. The wind whistled violently among the 

trees of the park. Signora Rovero kept 
her three guests. A night passed beneath 
the same roof with Aminta, gratified every 
wish of the Marquis, and promised him an 
opportunity on the next day to declare him- 
self to the Rose of Sorrento, and confirm or 
dissipate his jealous doubts. 

Signora Rovero wished to discharge ev 
duty of hospitality to her guest, and esco 
him herself to the room he was to occupy. 
“This room,” said she to Maulear, “was 
long occupied by my dear daughter ; but after 
the death of her father we altered our ar- 
rangements, and Aminta is now in my own 
room. Since that time it has been occupied 
by our young friend Gaetano Brignoli. I 
have to-night placed him elsewhere, to be 
able to give you the best room.” 

Maulear quivered with joy at the idea of 
occupying the room in which she he adored 
had slept, and it was with a kind of venera- 
tion that he took possession of it. The 
room was on the story, in the right 
wing of the villa, and looked on a terrace 
covered with flowers, and communicating with 
all the rooms of the first floor. It was pos- 
sible to reach, in two ways, the rooms of the 
first story—from the interior of the build- 
ing, and from the exterior by this elegant 
terrace. But Maulear did not observe that 
ight the situation of his room. 

e early days of March having been 
colder than those of February, after a strange 
season, which well-nigh had deposed winter 
from its throne, and the injury Aminta had 
received not having permitted her to leave 
her room, during his previous visits the Mar- 
quis had not examined the residence of Sig- 
nora Rovero. The terrace on which his win- 
dow opened was therefore completely un- 
known to him. 

For about two hours after Maulear had 
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vast arm-chair, near the 
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indows of his room, by the beating of 
inst it. All at once he saw, or 
t he saw, a white fi on the other 
f the window pause for a few instants, 
if it sought to enter his room. Maulear 
fancied himself under the influence of a 
dream. He rubbed his eyes, to be sure that 
he was awake, and that his sight did not de- 
ceive him. He hurried towards the window 
and opened it hastily. But as he moved, 
and his steps were heard, the nocturnal vis- 
itor disappeared, and Maulear lost sight of it 
amid the shadows of night. For a moment 
he thought it some aerial being, flitting 
through space, and coming, like the djinns of 
the East, to watch by night over the faithful 
believer. But his poetry gave way to mate- 
rial evidence, and the sight of the terrace, of 
whose existence he had had no suspicion, 
proved that the djinn was really a human be- 
ing, who for some unknown motive had wan- 
dered across it, and was by no means so un- 
real as he had supposed. The idea of crime 
and theft occurred to him. He was about to 
follow the person who fled, when he saw on 
the terrace, before his window, an object which 
he immediately picked up, and examined by 
the light of his lamp. It was a veil of white 
lace, at that time the ordinary dress of Nea- 
politan women, a vaporous cloud in which 
they framed their features, the relic of a 
fashion imported from France, and made il- 
lustrious by the pencil of our Irabey, the great 
portrayer of the grace and beauty of the em- 
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“It is beyond doubt some love-scrape,” 
thought Maulear, “interrupted by my occupy- 
this bedroom; and the heroine of the 
venture, having come to the window to as- 
certain whether or not I slept, has fled, losing 
a portion of her drapery, like a frighten- 
ed sheep running through thorns.” en, 
however, he h examined the veil more 
closely, Maulear observed its el and 
richness, and to think which of the in- 
mates of the villa was likely to wear such a 
one. Was this the headdress of a chamber- 
maid? If not, who else but Aminta could 
wear it, unless indeed her mother did? Lost 
in conjectures, the Marquis was roused b 
hearing a door in the same corridor on whi 
his room was, open. He listened. Two per- 
sons spoke in a low tone; and walking with 
such precaution that it was evident they had 
no disposition to be overheard. Such an oc- 
currence, in a house usually so silent and 
calm, excited Maulear’s curiosity so much, 
that he resolved to know who the mysterious 


set ry 


light from a dark 
strangers, fell on 
and was a guide . 
seended the principal staircase of the 
crossed the ground floor, and entered the 
court. A puff of wind just then put out 
lantern, as the person who bore it was 
per | to brighten its flame. 
“ Foo 


leet 


F SF 


” said one of the two men to 
companion. “ How can I saddle my horse 


is wild, from having been three weeks in his 
stable.” As the two speakers thus com- 
muned, they entered the second co’ of 
the villa. ulear had followed them thither, 
hidden in the deep shadow. A horse, ready- 
saddled, was waiting there. One of the two 
men sprang lightly into the saddle, and the 
other, as he opened a gate into the fields, 
through which the horseman rode, said, in a 
voice full of fear, “May God protect you in 
this terrible midnight storm, Signor ’ 

Beware of the road down the ravine, and be 
careful whom you meet.” 





UL—THE AVOWAL. 

Mav eaz, uneasy and disturbed by what 
he had seen, stud tb his room. What could 
induce T'addeo thus to leave his mother’s house, 
alone, at midnight, and in a storm? Could it 
be that, so recently liberated, he was about to 
begin — that life of plot and sedition which 
already had cost him his liberty? A deep in- 
terest united Maulear to Taddeo. The ets 
he felt toward the sister, made him devoted to 
the brother, and the new which might 
befall the young man seriously affected Mau- 
lear. The night passed away without his be- 
ing able to sleep. In addition to fear on ac- 
count of Taddeo, his heart was yet agitated 
by the emotions of the previous day; but 
p bis all, he thought of the woman who had 
stood at his window, and whose appearance 
he could not forget. A terrible idea then oc- 
curred to him. The room he occupied had 
been el of Gaetano gas Br 

0 irl, apparently so pure modest, 
had. the White Rose of Sorrento, any’ secrét 
amour or intrigue? The young man who had 
been the companion of her infancy might 
know of it. Could this charming flower be 
already scorched by the hot breath of passion? 
Manlear reproached himself as with a crime, 
for the mental profanation of his divinity. 

The morning meal assembled together all 
the family and guests. Taddeo participated 
in it as naturally as if he had the whole 
night in the villa, and not a word was said of 
his nocturnal expedition. He was not so me- 





were. 
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lancholy and moody as he had been on the 
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ther and sister ?” 


be the favor you ask of me,” said | i 


with joy,“you confer oneon me. I 
ur proposition with gratitude.” 
inki brother? How 


“ 
. . 


m for the amusements he would sac- 

Tifice ?” 
Where would be the merit of the service, 
unless its performance cost some ifice ?” 
. In one word, this is the state 
of affairs. An obligation, my honor imposes 
mires me for at least a week to 


significant glance at the 
Marquis, “ that the Count’s partisans will on 
that occasion be active. His enemies too are 


us and energetic man replaces 
to watch over the two dear 


eration made by Maulear was evidently in- 


tended for her. Taddeo did not remark it, 


and clasped with gratitude the hand of his 
new friend. Signora Rovero, terrified at the 
“rgd losing her son again, looked sadly at 


eens senattntaing ta” nll she 
with emotion, and with that instinct which 
reveals to a mother the er of a beloved 
son. “I shudder, however, Taddeo, when I 
see you surrounded Wy danger. You do not 
like the government, I know, for by the fall 
of Murat a brilliant career was closed before 
yeu, for your father was one of his greatest 

vorites. But in your father’s name I, your 
mother, his widow, whose hope and support 
ee ee ee 
which does not belong to you alone. Re- 


member, my child, your sister and myself 


a ees 
my w 

6h Seiden your lens.” 
Taddeo grew pale, for the association with 
whieh he was ted might expose him to 


support in life than yourself, 
ing existence could 





hansiaran annoying to the son, ended 
ere. 

“ Will you deign, Signorina,” said the Mar- 
quis to Aminta, “to accept me as a guest for 
a few days ?” 

“ Certainly, if you are not afraid of our re- 
treat. Besides,” added she, with a smile, “ one 


ten on the wall of Tasso’s house. But before 
he could express his astonishment and joy, 
Aminta was gone. Just then it was announe- 
ed to Maulear, that his horse waited him at the 
gate of the park. 

“ We will accompany you thither (my sister 
and I),” said Taddeo. 
ni Bae Rovero called Aminta to her, and 

: “The air is keen, my child: cover 
your head with your lace veil. It becomes 
you.” 

Maulear turned quickly toward Aminta with 
his mind full of fear and surprise— 

“T am afraid I have lost my veil. I looked 
for it this morning, but could not find it.” 
Aminta seemed annoyed. Her emotion was 
perceived at once by ear, who said to him- 
self: “What mystery is this? why conceal it 
from me?” The coincidence of a veil being 
found by him, and of Aminta having lost one, 
made him keenly anxious: he was terrified, 
confounded, and so excited, that he could 
searcely speak to Taddeo and Aminta as he 
¢ the park with them. 

“Remember,” said Rovero to him, “that 
my mother and sister will expect you here in 
a few days.” 

“In a few days,” said Aminta, giving the 
Marquis her sweetest smile. 

“In a few days,” replied Maulear, as he 
mounted his horse, and cast on the young girl 
a look of doubting love. He then pet 
ae Sega tama Seep to 


rrento. 

When he returned to Naples, the whole city 
was busy with the epprcesting ciel of ei. 
Leone, who was so beloved by one portion.of 
the community and so unpopular with. the 
other. The nobility of the two Sicilies de- 
plored the errors of the Count, and regretted 








ees 


' peer 
Pompe die by the hand of the exccutioner. 
old leaven of independence, innate in all 
Spacsrtniccescicn of Europe; the feudal aspi 
ns which Louis XI. and Richelieu 80 
completely annihilated and subdued in France, 
minated in the minds of the nobles of 
They loved the king because he 
maintained their privileges, and had re-estab- 
i ights of their birth, They would 
have revolted had he touched them. From 


pride of birth they would have applauded the 
execution of a plebeian conspirator, but were 
: to 

onte-Leone, 
sel 


out en masse against that of 
use he was one of them- 


ives. 
The people looked on the illustrious pris- 
oner as a defender of their rights, and sympa- 
ized with him. To n this sympathy, 
the adepts of the Italian vente everywhere 
represented their chief as a martyr to his love 
of the people, and a victim of monarchy. 
Most. injurious were everywhere cir- 
culated against Fernando IV. It was said 
that he had inherited the hatred of Carlos 
ILI. to the Monte-Leoni, and sought to follow 
out on the son the vengeance to which the fa- 
ther had fallen a victim. Nothing was omit- 
ted that could stimulate the favor of the su- 
perstitious and impressionable people of Na- 
ples. The same executioner, block and axe, 
which had been used at the oa sag death, by 
a strange fatality, would come in play again at 
the murder of the son. The imprisonment of 
the son at the Castle Del Uovo, where the father 
had died, gave something of plausibility to this 
story, But what most excited public curios- 
was the s' e incident which had taken 
at Torre-Del-Greco, All were impa- 
tient for its explanation. The double and im- 
possible presence of the Count at the house 
of Stenio Salvatori, and within the fifty locks 
of the Castle Del Uovo, his contest with his 
enemy, the wound he was accused of having 
-~ him, his ubiquity at the same hour in 
ifferent places, produced a thousand incredi- 
ble versions, a thousand bets on this wonder- 
ful fact, unrivalled in the judicial annals of 


Naples. 

Phe name of Monte-Leone was so closely 
and intimately linked with the destiny of the 
uis de Maulear, with his friendship to 
Taddeo, and his love of Aminta, that he par- 
took of the general interest inspired by the 
Count, and as a man of honor hoped for ac- 
quittal, notwithstanding the influence it 

might exert on his happiness. 
'9 lose confidence in one we love, is the 
werent agony possible. The four days, 
‘ore, which separated him from Aminta, 
were four centuries to Maulear. Like the 


‘majority of rich young men of our times, 
Dildice on an cally oot to aisomn bo bed 


formed an erroneous and 

women in general, “The withered m 

had often gathered, the ig” ai 

which almost all the men of his rank, fortit 
and indulge, had distorted his thir 
in relation to a sex, the least respectable poi 
tion of which alone he was acquainted wit 
But the young Marquis had exalted sentiment 
and his high spirit turned aside from vulgar, 
common Breer His first loves, or not to 


profane that word, his first erry bee had 
for their object those women who lead astray 


an ardent mind or passionate natures; those 
women who, betrayed into marriage, 
elsewhere a recompense for their misfortunes 
or the deceptions practised upon them, and 
fancy they can find it in the inexperience 
youth of young men, whom chance throws in 
their way. The latter proudly, and at first 
eagerly, accepting their conquests, soon dis- 
cover, that often they are not heroes. 
become themselves the accomplices of th 
criminal devices, the studied falsehoods, em- 
ployed by married women to abuse those On 
whom they depend. In either case they see 
each other insensibly change, and in spite of 
themselves conceive an aversion to those 
leasures, even in sharing which they blush. 

he idol becomes a mere woman, und the 
hero of these adventures fancies himself right 
in estimating all women by a few exceptions, 
and becomes an atheist in love because he 
has sacrificed to false gods. 

This deplorable theory had taken possession 
of Maulear. His naturally pure sentiments, 
the poetry of his heart, had been dissipated in 
ephemeral indulgences. The Countess of 

randmesnil, the guardian of the young man, 
fearing lest a serious passion should contra- 
vene his father’s views, enco ed him in his 
liaisons, or at least she did nothing to induce 
him to abandon them. Under this sad opin- 
ion, which is unfortunately too common in our 
days, that female virtue is but a name, and 
that the most prudent only need oppo 
to go astray, Maulear came to a ane where 
we must say much success in gallantry forti- 
fied his faith in these detestable ferns fg : 

His meeting with one so pure as Aminta 
had wrought a complete change in his ideas. 
He saw woman under a new aspect, as we 
dream of her at twenty, when the young soul 
first awakes. He suffered intensely when 
suspicion gnawed at his heart. “What,” said he, 
yet under the influence of the pernicious the- 
ories of py Ms one bya worthy of 
respect! Even this young girl, apparently so 
m and pure, we. the pares fram 
I reposed in her.” The recollection of the 
chaste and maidenly appearance of Aminta 
soon put such ideas to flight, and Maulear 
thenceforth a but oe idea, but one desire. 
He sought to clear up the strange mys 
his me ie vision, and extricate himself 
his cruel perplexity. ; 

On the day appointed for his return to Sor- 


of 
m 





rento, as the clock struck ten, he stopped his 
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from the heat of the summer’s 
gun. It was Aminta’s favorite retreat, and 
thither she came in the morning to paint her 
mera the white Bengal roses, the red cactus 


clematides, which surround- | j 


ed her pF gow a in the = 
» pensive reflective, the young gir 
sufferet her glance to stray over the vast hori- 
zon of the sea gilded by the sun’s expiring rays. 
On the day we speak of, Maulear found her 
reading, or rather seeming to read, for her 
book rested on her knee, her ivory brow sup- 
ohne by her hand. Her eyes, lifted up to 
wen, seemed to ask the realization of some 
tle dream inspired doubtless by the author. 
the nature of the dream might have 
been devised by the book—Tasso’s Divine 
Poem! Maulear glided rather than walked to 
her, so fearful was he of destroying the beau- 
tiful tableau presented to him chance. 
Then he paused some moments behind a 
sereen of leaves, and looked at the beautiful 
dreamer, in mute but ionate adoration. 
As he scanned her girlish form, becoming in- 
toxicated with her modest charms, Maulear 
blushed at his suspicions, and resolved to 
abandon them. God did not make such an- 
gels for men to distrust, and Aminta, beauti- 
as the heavenly beings, must be pure and 
spiritual as they. 

He left his concealment, and approached 
Aminta. She moved when she saw him, for 
he had surprised her ina dream. The dreams 
of young girls are treasures to be concealed 
from the profane in the most profound sanc- 
tuary of heart. Aminta advanced a step 
or two towards Maulear, thus testifying her 
wish to return to the villa. But the uis, 
afraid of losing this favorable opportunity to 
see her for a short time alone, begged her to 
be seated, and took his place beside her, making, 
as an excuse, an allusion to the fatigue of rid- 
ing rapidly from Naples to Sorrento. 

Aminta sat down, but with an embarrass- 
ment which Maulear could not but see. “You 
have kept your promise, wa og A said she, 
armada isguise her trouble by speaki 


“ How could I not keep my promise ?” said 
Maulear. “It was to see you again.” 

“We know what such devotion must cost 

ou,” Aminta replied, speaking aloud, as if 

words were not intended only for Mau- 

lear. “ Both my mother and myself are very 

to you. 
“ Signorina,” said Maulear, with an effort, 


bled as she spoke. “You must refer to 
service you have rendered me.” 
“Ts ” said Maulear, unable to restrain 
himself, “ of a new and feeli Stig 
ear. 


bring despair and torment, if she who in- 
spires it rejects it.” 

“Pray be silent,” said Aminta, rising and 
looking with fear around her. 

“ Ah, you have understood me,” said Mau- 
lear, attributing to his confession Aminta’s 
a eg “i 

e you irl was silent. er 
turned seal fe door of the hut, as if she 
feared some one would open it. 

“What I say here, Signorina, with nought 
near me but the passing cloud and flying bird, 
I wish to repeat to those who love you—be- 
fore your mother and brother, whom I would 
look on as my own. It is for you to tell me 
whether I shall speak to them or be silent.” 

Just then a faint noise was heard in the 
summer-house. 

Maulear did not perceive it, for Aminta, 
more and more disturbed: by the mysterious 
noise, had suffered the Marquis to take her 
hand, and the latter, interpreting this favor as 
his heart wished, fell on his knees before the 
young girl, who, overcome with emotion, sat 

own 


“ Aminta,” said he, passionately, “since the 
first day I saw you, my soul, my life, have 
been your own. If you but will it, your life 
shall be my own—my own, to e every 
hour of your life one of joy and pleasure— 
mine, in adoring you as we do the saints mn 
heaven.” 5 

Maulear, with his eyes fixed on Aminta’s, 
sought an echo to the outpourings of his 
soul. His lips were on Aminta’s hand, when, 
between the oung girl and himself, he saw a 
hideous h made yet more horrid by the 
agony it expressed. Aminta suddenly with- 
drew, and Maulear experienced that terror of 
which the bravest are sensible when they 


tread on a reptile. ' 


“ Scorpione !” said the Marquis. 

This name, on the lips of the Marquis at 
such a time, made such an impression, that a 
stream of blood, mingled with white froth, 
burst from his lips, and fell at Aminta’s feet. 

“Help, Signor!” said she to Maulear, 
“help, I pray you, for this unfortunate man ! 
This is the time he has gone out since 
that cruel day. See, he dies !” 

“What is the m of all this?’ said 





for he was afraid of wasting in commonplaces 


Maulear to himself, as hurried towards 








IV. THE GRAND JUDGE. 

trial of Count Monte-Leone, which had 
so anxiously looked for, and had given 
to so many disputes about the curious 
story which occupied both the high and low 

of Naples, was about to begi 
The Duke of Palma not been able to 
make _ his promise to the prisoner, and 
ban J im promptly before his judges. The 
nt at cht rag e & new in- 
i necessary, an e examinations, re- 
pont Alay and inquiries of every kind it led to 
daily, retarded the trial, much to the regret of 
the king and his minister of police, who were 
aware of the extent to which the public imag- 
ination was excited, and feared its conse- 
quences. Monte-Leone began to feel grave 
apprehensions in relation to the dangerous 
game he had played. On the evening of his 
excursion, faithful to his word, the Count had 
nted himself again to the keeper of the 
le del Uovo in the costume in which he 
had left it, and the pious wicket-keeper, when 
he saw the false assistant jailer, who had gone 
out on the previous evening, return with a 
trembling and uncertain step, read a long lec- 
ture on intemperance and the results of 
drunkenness, deplorable faults, especially to 
be tted in one of his profession, where, 
added the turnkey proudly, one needs moral- 
ity, reason, and vigilance pte ee | to unravel 
the plots of the prisoners confided to him, and 
to triumph over their detestable mania for lib- 


When Pietro on that evening, palpitating as 
he was with fear, saw Monte-Leone, whom he 
waited for at the postern of the castle, return, 
his joy was so great that he was ready to 
the Count’s neck. The latter was not 
much flattered by his transports. 
“Well,” said the head-jailer, “you are a 
noble and true payee A scoundrel in 
our place would have escaped, and put his 
per in trouble. You are of a good race, of 
a noble and generous blood, you have paid me 
well, and have been anwilling to hang the 
father of a family. Now,” added he, “do not 
let us talk together, or even look at each other. 
Our looks may be watched and interpreted.” 
From that time Pietro became more brutal, 
more savage and stern than ever. The visit 
of the minister of police justly eno in- 
creased the terror of the jailer. He had from 
blic rumor heard of the terrible episode at 
Greco, though he did not preci oy 
e 
lice 


been 
rise 


understand the motives of the prisoner. 
was aware that he had become an accompli 
of his crime, and shuddered more and more at 
its probable resu!ts. Whenever, therefore, the 
Count sought to ask him any question, Pietro 
exhibited such terror, and his countenance was 
#o complete a picture of fright, that Monte- 


. 





we must i i 
which the High Court will no doubt be ill-man- 
aa) A enough to question us !” 

“ You can speak then,” replied Monte-Leona, 
with surprise. 

“To-day is not yesterday. Then and ever 
since your escape, my gossip, the H 
who lives up there as you know, distrusts me, 
I learn from his assistant, who is 2 friend of 
mine, that the story of the cell undermined by 
the sea has made him fancy I wish to deprive 
him of his perquisites. I know that while he 
waters his flowers on the ror he keeps an 
_ and ear open for that passes here, 

ides, he would not be at all sorry to obtain 
my place for his first assistant—a promising 
lad who becomes his son-in-law to-day.” 

“ Ah!” said Monte-Leone, “ the executioner’s 
daughter is to be married.” 

“A love match. He wished to postpone the 
wedding until after your affaire, as he calls it, 
for on such cases he always has large ui- 
sites, and would be able largely to increase the 
bride’s portion. The young girl, however, was 
in love, and was gsr | to wait for you. 
The worthy father then determined to make 
her happy, and I have just seen all the party 
set out for the church of Santa-Lucia. The 
executioner, his wife, the bride, and the little 
executioners, all in their best b. The 

rocession was so imposing, ey might 
lave been taken for a family of (Mes. © 
Lest, however, the people should disturb the 
ceremony by a volley of stones, they set out 
early, at five o’clock. As, therefore, we have 
no Bc mn neighbors, I am come to have 
an erstanding with your excellency, in order 
that I may not be compromised in the trial.” 

“So be it!” said the Count, “let us have an 
understanding. In the first place, have they 
any suspicions ?” 

“Of whom ?” 

“Of you to be sure, for unless I have wings 
and flew out of the window to Torre-del- 
Greco, no one but you can have opened the 
prison gate to me.” 

“ That is true, then,” said Pietro, “ you went 
to Torre-del-Greco to stab Stenio Salvatori. 
I really would not have believed it, for it 
seems that twenty thousand piasters is too 
large a sum for the pleasure of a poniard 
thrust—in the arm too! After all, though, we 
Neapolitans regard nothing valuable compared 
with rev ! 

“It matters little to you whether it was for 
revenge or another purpose. All I wish is, for 
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& rope, to the delight of the dealers in 
jee-water and macaroni, whom the people of 
Naples on that day would enrich. Few would 
thise the entertainment which would be given 


What, makes you fear this?” asked the 


- “One idea. They might take it into their 
heads to examine separately all the inhabitants 
of the castle. First your Excellency, as its 
principal guest, then your humble servant, the 
oe, and-even my assistant Crespo. If 

did not tell the same story the Grand Judge 
would see some trick.” 

“You think so? said the Count, moodily. 
Indge vie ee a Mi 8 5 se Liga pose, 

as the child’s story-book says of o 
loves fresh meat, and weed see pa oaths 
brow of an 7 ag Now, I am not exactly an 
angel—and if he saw a spot, your excellency’s 
head might be safe, but for want of a chicken 
he might twist my neck. The jailer would be 
the victim, and my friend the executioner 
would have to do with me. I know him. 
He would be enthusiastic in the operation, to 
make a vacancy in my place. He is bound 
up in his family.” 

For an instant the Count had not heard the 
jailer. One single name inspired him with 
the terror, for it recalled one of the 

ipators in his escape. This man held in 
own hands his own and his accomplice’s 
escape. Pietro had not foreseen all. i 
assistant, the character and dress of whom he 
had assumed, this Crespo, this mole, would be 
summoned before the magistrate. The keep- 
er had seen and spoken to him, had opened 
the gate of the castle to suffer him to pass 
out, or at least fancied he had. What then 
would the man say? With great emotion, 
then, Monte-Leone said, 

“The danger does not come from the place 
you seen. One witness, however, may 
ruin 


“Of “whom do you speak?” said Pietro, 


trembling. 

“ Of Crespo,” said the Count. 

“ Ah—what have you to fear of Crespo %” 

“ Have you pea him over ?” 

“No. i was spared the trouble. At this 
moment the poor fellow is probably in the 
other world.” 

“Have you killed him?” said the Count, 
with terror. 

“ For what does your excellency take me ? 
One may yield to the prayers of a prisoner, 








a 

“ Was he in love ?” 

“No, He was fond of water-rats.” 

“ Horrible appetite.” 

“ Not at all,” said the jailer. Pada de | 
the animal is very savory, apne 
as those in the ditches of the castle are, 
The waters bear hither all the offal of Na- 
ples, and the rats live like canons,” 

“ And Crespo eats them %” 

“He has a passion for game of that kind, 
and does nothing but hunt them. He makes 
some very meee traps to catch them with. 
I do not molest him, because the taste is so 
innocent, and besides, saves me the expense of 
several cats.” 

“But how came that passion to endanger 
Crespo’s life ?” 

“ Ahb—one is not always lucky. Perhaps 
the last rats Crespo ate, had feasted on arse- 
nic—rats are so whimsical, The poor devil, 
perhaps, was poisoned in that manner. Rather 
an any taste. Unfortunately, the lesson 
will do him no good.” 

After this touching funeral oration, the jail- 
er took out a blue and torn handkerchief, and 
dried his eyes. The Count shuddered at this 
story. He understood the atrocious plan 
adopted by Pietro to get rii of a dangerous 
witness, and forgetful of his own safety, said, 

“ Perhaps, if you hurry for a physician, the 
poor man may yet be saved.” 

“ Bah! do you think the Governor would let 
one of his officers die without assistance ? 
The doctor, however, was too late; and when 
I came hither, Crespo was dying.” 

Notwithstanding his firmness, the horror of 
Monte-Leone at the wretch was so great that 
he hastened to terminate the conversation. 
The quasi complicity in a crime committed in 


This a ai and with premeditation, was odious 
to him. 


“Do not fear lest ny examination should 
compromise you. I will be prudent. Now, 
one word more, or if you please to consider it 
so, one favor more—when will I be tried ?” 
“In two days. To-night they will come to 
take you to Castello Capuano, where the su- 
preme court will meet.” 
Pietro left, and Monte-Leone rela into a 
profound reverie, The drama was about to be- 
in. What the Count hitherto had done, was 
as it were but a prelude, an exposition, or 
rather a skilful introduction. On the eve of 
the event he did not quail, but like a sagacious 
tactician asked himedlf if'he had been guil 
of no neglect, if he had taken advantage of, 
the circumstances. One thing alone made 
him uneasy. When he returned to the Etrus- 
ean villa, to assume the clothes of the assist- 
ant-jailer, he saw with terror that he had lost 
the great emerald, the chef-d’euvre of Benve- 
nuto, the family ring, so long celebrated and 
so well known. He readily enough fancied 






























Count’s cell, accompanied by the worthy jailer 
and several officers. 

“Excellency,” said he to Monte-Leone, “I 
have an order from the Duke of Palma, minis- 
ter of police, to take you to Castello Capuano, 
to be tried.” 

“I am ready to obey the orders of the 
Duke,” said Monte-Leone, “late as the hour 
and bad as the weather are. But, Signor, the 
Duke treats me like those curious monsters, 
who travel by night to avoid the anxious eyes 
of the public, and to enhance the profits re- 
ceived from their exhibition.” 

“ Signor, the Duke of Palma,” said the Gov- 
ernor, piqued by this irony in relation to his 

tron, “ has a more exalted object than excit- 
ing or allaying the curiosity of the people of 
Naples. He wishes to prevent any demonstra- 
tion of your numerous partisans in your favor. 
Such conduct would certainly injure your 
cause.” 

The sarcasm of the Count had made the 
Governor say too much. He had revealed to 
Monte-Leone the interest he had excited, and 
the efforts which might be made to save him. 
To a man like Monte-Leone nothing was lost, 
and like a skilful geometer, he knew how to 
take advantage of the errors of his adversary. 

“ Let us go, Signor,” said Monte-Leone to 
the Governor. “I am impatient to make an 
acquaintance with the new castle which the 
king honors me with. Let me change once 
or twice again, and I will be able to publish a 
statistical account of all the dungeons in the 
kingdom, for the information of his majesty’s 
beloved subjects.” 

An hour after this scene the Count was in 
a room of Castello Capuano, appropriated to 
the reception of great and distinguished crim- 
inals to be tried by the high court. 

On the next day, a man of cold and ascetic 
air waited on Monte-Leone. This person 
was Felippo San Angelo, the ogre of whom 
Pietro had spoken, the terror of all criminals, 
the Grand Judge of Naples. If the morale 
of the Judge had been calumniated by Pietro, 
his physique bore a strong analogy to that of 
certain beasts of prey to which carnivorous 

petite is attributed. His nose was hooked 
tthe an eagle’s, his brow,;was prominent, ob- 
long and bald, his lips were thin and fixed as 
if he had never smiled, his body was long and 
attenuated, and he never met the glance of 
those with whom he spoke. 

“Signor,” said the Grand Judge,“I am 
come to announce to you, as the law requires, 


that you will appear before the court on the 


day after to-morrow. You will be allowed to 





consideration,” said Monte-Leone, “ but I 

say, the first act of your justice is unjust. 

my enemies have two months to prepare 

their accusation, it is cruel to allow me but 

two days to prepare my defence.” 

adie wpe Byedarag iy 
at Nap ial courts, like 

one which is to try you, Signor Comte, I do 

not make the law, but only administer it.” 

“ But, Excellency, a man of your character 
should not administer an unjust law ; nothing 
should compel him to do so. 

“ Signor,” said the Grand Judge, much an- 
noyed at finding himself unexpectedly drawn 
into such a discussion, “the legislator gives us 
the text of law, we find the interpretation. 
Your judges, the chief of whom I am, have 
carefully studied them, and if we have as- 
sumed on our honor and conscience their ap- 
— it is because we think them just. 

e do not permit the accused to contest their 
forms. When a man is unfortunately brought 
before a court, he must submit,” 

“TI do, Excellency,” said Monte-Leone, “I 
will even court their severity, and will not 
take advantage of the very short time allow- 
ed me to choose a defender. For humanity’s 
sake alone I address youasI do. It seemste 
me, however, that it is necessary that I should 
know, in the first place, of what I am ac- 
cused; and I wait until it please your Excel- 
ma, to tell me.” 

* You are charged, Signor, with two capital 
crimes. First, of having, on the night of the 
20th December, 1815, conspired against the 
security of the state, near the ruins of Pom- 
peii, where you presided over a secret soci- 
ety, the object of which is the overthrow of 
royalty. You are, in the second place, accus- 
~ of having aitempted to assassinate Ste- 
nio Salvatori, of Torre-Del-Greco, to avenge 
yourself on account of his testimony.” 

“Ts this all ?” asked Monte-Leone, 

“It is, Signor,” said the Grand Judge; “I 
think such charges are important enough to. 
induce you to remember that you must now 
choose your counsel.” 

“ You are right, Signor,” said Monte-Leone. 
“For such a cause a skilful advocate is re- 
quired, one who shall be able to impress your 
heart with the conviction of my innocence, for 
on his word depends my life or death.” 

“Find such a one, then, Signor,” said the 
Grand Judge. “Believe me, however, the 
most eloquent advocate has less influence over 
a conscientious judge than the facts of the 
case, the light which illumines them, and which 
it is their duty to make brilliant in our eyes, 
rather than seek an opportunity to display 
their fluency and. their political opinions, 
or, worse yet, to produce public or private 


“You are right, Signor, but the person who 
will speak in my is neither eloquent 











communicating with their defend he! 
ith their defenders.” 
“That right I waive. The man who will 
defend me will know his grave mission only 
when called on in the face of the supreme 
tribunal to fulfil it.” 

The Grand Judge looked with amazement 
at Monte-Leone. “Why, Signor, cannot he 
be informed of his grave duty?” 

“God forbid he should!” 

“Why?” 

“Because in that case I would lose my 
cause.” The Count laughed. 

* Act then, Signor, as you please. 
and whimsical as your conduct is, I have no 
en to speak of its advantages and dis- 


antages. 

He bowed to Monte-Leone and withdrew. 

“He is mad,” said he, as he was leaving 
Castello , 


“He is a fool,” said Monte-Leone, as the 
Grand Judge left. “He did not understand 
that one defends himself from the effects of a 
erime committed, but not when no crime has 
been committed.” 

V.—THE TRIAL. 

Tue appointed day came at last, and all 
Naples assumed a strange and unusual air. 
One subject of interest took possession of all 
the city, one idea occupied it, and from the 
Senator to the Lazzarone all had one name on 
their lips. Monte-Leone, Count Monte-Leone. 

“Monte-Leone, the people’s friend,” said 
some. 

“ Monte-Leone, the conspirator,” said others. 

“ Monte-Leone, the assassin of Stenio Salva- 
tori,” said the enemies of the Count. 

“Monte-Leone, the victim of Fernando,” 
said the enemies of the King. 

As all this was going on around the prison, 
ealm and thoughtful Monte-Leone waited for 
the hour of trial. 

Castello Capuano, usually called la Vicaria, 
had been for several centuries the palace of 
the Kings and Viceroys, until Pedro de 
Toledo abandoned for a more splendid palace, 
that of the existing Kings, and devoted la 
Vicaria or Castello Capuano to the civil and 
criminal courts of the realm. Nothing can 
be more sad and melancholy than the por- 
tion of the palace in which the prisons are. 
As if to ertance this appearance, the outside 
of the prison was hung with iron 
whieh were the heads and hands of persons 
who “had been executed. These relies of 
humanity, long before dried up, and the 





in Europe are attracted by criminal trials. 

is a matter of surprise that in France women, 
and ra those of rank, are attracted in 
numbers sufficient sometimes to form a majo- 
rity of the audience. But the reason is, that 
women are nervous and impressionable, and 
that they constantly require excitement. They 
are not often careful in the selection of these 
emotions, oer there are violent shocks, re- 
vulsions of feeling, terror, hope, surprise. Such 
are the fruits of criminal trials. The head of the 
prisoner becomes a shuttlecock between the 
advocate and magistrate. The varied chances 
of such a scene offer great and real interest, 
effacing all the fictions of tragedy. There, 
far more than on the stage, women take de- 
light in the dark dramas, and are the first te 
resent the terrible effect of the denouements. 

The beautiful women of Naples did not 
fail to add to the interest of the representa- 
tion of this drama, the hero of Meir? rm 
ed the admiration of all and the good graces 
of many. Some of the upper seats were oc- 
cupied by women of high rank, who did not 
dare to show Pg pom yp — at this 
strange spectacle, came, like beggars, to 
enjoy a scene which = would be ashamed 
to have acknowledged. Places, too, had been 
reserved for the patrician women, near the 
bench of the judges and advocates. These 
cold, careless creatures, attracted by mere 
curiosity, were not the most numerous of the 

itated crowd. The private friends of the 

ount, his partisans, the members of the 
society of which he was the chief, formed an 
imposing mass agitated by the most tumultu- 
ous sentiments. T'wo hearts beat violently, 
and, though in different places, a skilful clock. 
maker would have declared that one was not 
faster than the other by a single second. 
These two hearts were full of the same ob- 
ject, desired the same thing, pursued the same 
end. One sentiment united both, and they 
were equally tortured by hope and fear. 

One of these was a woman dressed in black, 
and having a half disclosed, fresh and beauti- 
ful face. A fine and delicately gloved hand 
was placed upon her heart as if to restrain its 
pulsations. Her other hand, from time to 
time, was passed beneath her veil, to bear to 
her lips an exquisitely embroidered and per- 


in | fumed handkerchief. She sat alone on one of 


the remote benches. Fora long time she re- 
mained motionless, but suddenly seeming anx- 
ious to avoid observation, she approached, as 
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ans 
as the front of the recess in 
the on which she had been sitting 
was She then cast a quick, anxious 


motionless, and apparently calm as she 
been before. 

The other 2g os ape po ve was & 

ung man with a pale agitated counte- 
anee wits betrayed the anxiety of his mind, 
and the deep interest he took in the events of 
the day. Yet not to the place reserved for 
the judges, nor the doors through which the 
prisoner would be led, did he look. Suspi- 
ciously examining every bench in the hall, per- 
ceiving (so to speak) the mass of spectators, 
the long lires of which rose one above another, 
he examined the most remote, even, without 

reeiving what he was evidently so anxious 
to find. At last, by a sudden start, he attract- 


ed the attention of those near him,—a half-| eage 


stifled cry burst from his lips; he had perceived 
the lonely woman on the remote bench. 

“Do you know that lady?” said a young 
man who sat upon the advocates’ bench. 

«“T know her?” said he, “ not at all.” 

“Excuse me, you seemed surprised when 
you saw her.” 

“The fact was, I had not remarked those 
seats; they are real opera boxes.” 

“ Look again, Signor, the lady amuses her- 
self strangely.” 

“I see nothing, sir,” said the pale young 
man, who still kept his eyes fixed upon the lady. 

“ Three times,” said the first speaker, “she 
has 6 pe her hand upon her hair, as if she 
would point out to somebody a diamond pin 
which shines amid her jetty locks like a star in 
a stormy sky.” 

“ pe — f ‘ signal—and 

“T am sure of it, it is a si see, she 
has taken her pin from her hair, and is implor- 
i Ah! sir, what a pretty Venus hand. 
One kiss on her hand, and I would die content!” 

“To be sure,” said the other mechanically, 
and without knowing what he said. 

“Tt is some intrigue,” said the the gossiper, 
“the women of our country go everywhere, 
to the church, to the court, and to the theatre. 
It would be odd if it were the judge’s wife. 
They who always condemn others, sometimes 
must atone for it.” 

“Speak lower, Signor, speak lower; you 
may compromise her.” 

“True, true, but by St. Januarius, see what 
she is about now ;” he spoke lower. 

“What!” said the young man. 

“She has placed her finger upon her pin, 
and looks this way, as if she was interrogating 
you. 

“You are mistaken; besides, how can you 
see under a veil which way she looks %” 

“There is no doubt about it, it is intended 
for us, and she wishes to speak either to you 
*"Tookiag wards th f whom th 

ing to e n oO om the 
spoke, for the purpose of giving more foree to 





his asseveration, he was amazed to see her 
white hand holding the diamond pin to her 
ips. The scene we have been so long deserib- 
ing had taken place in a few seconds. Pro 

as was the reply of the young man to 
interrogatory of the woman, his 

had perceived it. The latter being 
good taste, and perfectly 
graphs of love, was pers' 
interfered in some love affair, and hastened 
to say to the hero of the adventure, 

“Do not be afraid, sir, I have seen nothing. 
Well-bred people, such as you and I are, never 
speak of secrets we thus become acquainted 
with—and I am ready to maintain with my lip 
and with my sword, that you have not the 
slightest acquaintance with the lady there.” 

“Thank you, sir,” said the yo man ; 
“ your conduct proves you to be a gentleman.” 

Just then all the assemblage became full of 
r expectation at the entrance of the High 
Court, preceded by the President. 

“The court is opened—produce the priso- 
ner,” said the G Judge. 

The agitation became stronger. Women 
stood up in their chairs, men climbed up on 
= banisters, and others, vexed at not being 
able to see, protested against the appropriation 
of seats by the legs and boots of ry 
front of them. e disorder was quickly 
put an end to by the imperious voice of the 
Grand Judge, who threatened to have the hall 
cleared if order were not at once restored, and 
the respect due to the court maintained. All 
became immediately quiet; the audience sat 
down, those in the rear ceased to — 
and many an eye was fixed on Count Monte- 
Leone. 

The Count sat in the lofty seat reserved for 
him, an arm-chair replaced the stool used 

r criminals. The respect due to rank 

birth was religiously observed in this aristo- 
cratic tribunal. The noble, if found guilty, 
was certainly sentenced to death, as the 
merest commoner—the form of trial, though, 
always exhibited respect for illustrious names, 
which was most gratifying to the poe The 
fact was, at that time people believed in social 
ge, had faith in their God, king and 
nobles, and though they demanded that their 
nobles should be punished, did not expect 
them to die like common people ; the difference 
was the difference between the rope and the 
sabre. That very difference, however, between 
the two deaths—the terrible theatrical effect 
of the latter, made a great impression on the 
masses. 

The public accuser arose, and pronounced 
an eloquent harangue against Monte-Leone, 
as guilty of two crimes, the nature of which 
the Grand Judge had already described to him 
in prison. 

crime: Conspiracy against the State, 
in having presided at the secret venta of Pom- 
peia, as chief of a society, having for its objeet 
the overturning of the monarchy. 
TO BE CONTINUED. 
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3 None: much as I am blest 
In the Valley of the West,” 
Softly to herself she whispered ; 
Pemued ste ee eqns t0-beer 

If the of Allen 4 
That she waited for, were near. 
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It was later 
Shadows interlock ith shadows— 
Says the maiden, “ Woe is me!” 


Claim his leisure well as 1. 
Haply, care or bitter sorrow 
that keeps him from my side, 
Else he surely would have hasted 
Hither at the twilight tide. 


Well, there is a quiet valley 

Where we both shall sleep the same !” 
So, more eves than I can number, 

Now iring, and now blest, 
Watched the gentle Jessie Carol 

From the Valley of the West. 

u. 

Down along the dismal woodland 

Blew October’s yellow leaves, 
And the day had waned and 

To the saddest 


From the stubble-fields the cattle 
Wi home layful, slow, 

With their slender horns of silver 

Pushed each othe . 


‘Where 
aot 
ou wi 
And the lise that made it beat— 
Not the golden wells of Hybla 
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Or that ever they should wed ; 
But that he was grieved shadows 
Should have chilled so dear a heart; 

That the time foretold so often 


And he answered, aft the whl,” 


Like the a her smile; 
And that when corn was ripened 


She would see him home returning 
To the Valley of the West. 


Whee Bo pease bed veiled bor A 
And went lessening down the blue, 
And along the eastern hill- 

Burned the mo in the dew, 
They had parted—each one feel! 
They hed parted—nelihes happy’ 

y pa ither happy— 

Less than Jovers—more thao friends 
For as Jessie mused in silence, 

She remembered that he said, 
Never, that he loved her fondly, 

Or that ever they should wed. 


*T was full many a nameless meaning 
My poor words can never say, 

Felt without the need of utterance, 
That had won her heart away. 


O the days were were! we ! 
And the eves were dull and long, 
With the cricket’s chirp of sorrow, 
And the owlet’s mournful song. 
But in slumber oft she started 
In the still lonesome nights, 
Hearing but the traveller’s footste 
Hurrying toward the village Tights. 


So, moaned by the dreary winter— 
All her household tasks fulfilled— 

Till beneath the last year’s rafters 
Came the swallows back to build. 

Meadow- pinks, like flakes of crimson, 
Over all the valleys lay, 
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In the lilac by the door ; 
Saying, still, that she was happy— 
one so much as was blest— 
None, of all the many maidens 
In the Valley of the West. 


111. 

Down the heath and o’er the moorland 

Blows the wild high and aigher, 
the maiden pauses 


she hay 
Sobbing all the while to see them 
Void the heavy earth aside ; 


Smiled she, saying, ‘’Twill be w 
Digging in the churchyard snow!” 


t, 
Till the wind, that wildly drove, 
her from her mortal sorrow, 

Like the lullaby of love.” 
Thus they talked, while one that loved her 

Smoothed her tresses dark and long, 
Wrapped her white shroud down, and simply 

Wove her sorrow to this song : 


Iv. 
Sweetly sleeps she: pain and passion 
Burn no longer on pee brow— 
Weary watchers, ye may leave her— 
She will never need you now ! 
While the wild 
oataiy pact Shwe 
m ently, w _ 
Rest has come to her at last! 
Never have the blessed angels, 


‘As the shadow o'er her fell, 
from 


*ofivenn cane 





(From “The Memorial,” just published by Putnam.) 
A STORY OF CALAIS. 
BY THE AUTHOR OF “8ST. LEGER.” 

OME years I was detained unexpect- 
S edly in Calais for an entire week. It was 
with difficulty I could occupy the time. For 
a while my chief resource was to inspect the 
different which daily presented them- 
— at the Hotel . eurice, — one 
could see every variety of features onging 
to every country, age, sex, and condition. 
grew tired of this presently, for I had been on 
the continent a consi le period, and had 
seen the human species under as many differ. 
ent phases as could well be imagined. There- 
fore, when the third day brought with it one 
of those di ble storms peculiar to the 
coast—half drizzle, half sleet and rain—it 
found me weary of the amusement of attend- 
ing on new arrivals and departures, and of the 
nameless petty doings by which time, in a 
bustling hotel, is moony ta to be frittered 
away. A misty, dreary, Pp, Offensive day ! 
An out-and-out tempest, a thorough right- 
down drenching rain, would have been in 
agreeable contrast with the previous hot, 
dusty, sunny weather; but this—it seemed 
absolutely intolerable! I was, besides, in no 
particular condition to be pleased. I was nei- 
ther setting out upon a tour, nor returning 
from one, but had interrupted in my pro- 
gress and forced to stand still at this most 
ne spot. I came down, and with a 

t. 


to order 
“ neon, Cafe—ceufs a la coque—biftek— 
rotie—vite !” 
I was about repeating this in a louder tone, 
for the waiter seemed ¢ with some- 


thing more important than attending to m 
wants, when T heard a quiet voice behind 


me— 
“ Garcon, Café—ufs a la coque—biftek— 
rotie—vite !” 


I turned angrily upon the er, doubt- 
ro Me pn ie is re don of tay eat 


r. 
The reader will perceive that my breakfast 
was a substantial one; indeed, such a break- 
fast as an American, who had not so far lost 
himself in “ Euro society” as to — 
his sppotite, would be very likely to call for. 
The idea that I was watched; doubtless made 
me a little suspicious, or sensitive, or irrita- 
ble; at nf ray etc I have said, an- 
grily upon the speaker. He was a 
nate, elderly man, at least fifty, with mi 
ant features, a calm a nce, and quiet 
manners—a person evid ently at home with 
the world. recollected at the same mo- 
ment, that the stranger had been at the hotel 
ever since my arrival there, although I had 
not, —_ his unobtrusive > given him 
more a passing notice. His appearance - 
at once dispelled the frown which I had 











am both; why, then, should not countrymen 

an un t day incompany? Ex- 

me—I did hear your order just now, 

and as it suited my own taste, I proposed to 

myself that we should breakfast together ;— 

we may trust to Francois; he has been here, 

to my knowledge, more than twenty years, 

every 

pressed the hand of my new acquaint- 

ance—acknowledged myself to be from New 

Hampshi ve my name, and received in 
return—“ Philip Belcher.” 

We sat down to the same table, and very 

soon Francois appeared with a well-served 

break fast. 


“Pray,” said I, “ what can one do to re- 
lieve the monotony of this intolerable place ? 
If the country about were ble—nay, if 
it were bearable! but as it is, I repeat, what 
is to be done ?” 

“Done!” said Mr. Belcher, rather sharply, 
“a hundred things! Put on your Mackintosh 
and overshoes; come with me to the Court- 
gain, and see the fishermen putting to sea, 

ir boats towed ger y = > yom = 

ters; a sight, i und, you have 
sot beheld, stones you may have coursed 
Europe over, and been at Calais half a dozen 
times.” 

Mr. Belcher proceeded in this vein, detailing 
many gs apg could be seen to advantage 
even in Calais; but as he suggested nothing 
which interested me so much as he himself 


did, I had the boldness to tell him so, and that 
+ i curiosity was excited to know more of 


“There is nothing in my history that can 
amuse a stranger; indeed, it is without inci- 
dent or marvel. To be sure, I am alone in 
the world, but I have never been afflicted, or 
suffered misfortune, within my recollection. 
My nts died when I was very young; 
my er and mother were both only chil- 
dren; a small propery? which the former left 
was carefully invested, and faithfully nursed 

ing my minority, by a scrupulous and 
honest lawyer, in no way connected with us, 
but whom my father named as executor in his 
will, and my i Ill health prevented 
my getting on at school. I can’t say that I 
was an invalid, but my constitution was deli- 
cate and my temperament nervous. I tried to 
make some progress in the study of a pro- 
fession, under my excellent guardian, but was 
forced to give it up as too trying to my nerves. 
The excitement of a court-room I could not 
endure for a day, much less for a lifetime. 
Before I was twenty-five, my income had so 
tauch increased that I could afford to travel. 
I have gained in this way my health, which, 





however, would become impaired should I re- 
turn to a sedentary life; so, as a matter of 
necessitv, | have wandered about the world. 
You see my story is soon told.” 

I found Mr. er was not in the habit 
of talking about himself, and I liked him the 
better for it. Without pressing for a more 
particular account, I led the conversation to 
treat of the different countries he had visited, 
referring, by the way, to some principal ob- 
jects of attraction. Herel touched an idio- 
syncrasy of my new friend. 

“TI never formed,” he said, “any distinet 
‘plan’ of travel. I never ‘did’ Paris in eight 
days, nor the gallery of the Louvre in half an 
hour, as they have been done by an acquaint- 
ance. I never opened a guide-book in my 
life; I never employed a commissionere, a valet, 
a courier, a cicerone, or a dragoman. My 
—— has been to iet the remarkable—the 

utiful—the interesting—burst upon me 
without introduction, and I have found my 
account in it. I have quitted the Val d’Arno, 
turned off from the Lake of Como, passed to 
the wrong side of Lake Leman and its ro- 
mantic castles, pursuing my way, re ess 
of these well-worn attractions, while I beheld 
rarer—at least familiar seenes—and enjoyed 
with zest what was fresh and unhackneyed. 
No everlasting ‘ route-—no mercenary and dis- 
honest landlords—no troops of travellers, tra- 
velling that they may become ‘travelled ’—but 
in place of all this, I saw every thing naturally 
—the country in its simplicity—the inhabitants 
in their simplicity—while, I trust, I have pre- 
served my own simplicity. Indeed, I rather 
prefer what your tourist calls an ‘ uninteresting 
region. 

“For that reason,” I remarked, pleasantly, 
“ you have come here to Calais to spend a few 
weeks; you must enjoy the barren sand-plain 
which extends all the way from this to St 
Omer. How picturesque are those pollards 
scattered along the road, with here and there 
a superannuated windmill, looking like an ogre 
with three arms and no legs: then, to relieve 
the dreariness of the place, you have multi- 
tudes of miserable cabins, grouped into more 
miserable villages, to say nothing of the 
chateaux of dingy red, in which painters of the 
brick-dust school so much delight. Really, 
Mr. Belcher, you will have a capital field 
here !” 

My new acquaintance shook his head a little 
seriously, as if deprecating further pleasantry. 

“You are like the rest of them, I fear,” he 
remarked, “a surface traveller; at least you 
will force me to believe so if you go on in this 
way. But come,” he continued, “the storm 
threatens to last the morning; if you wish, I 
will help to make away with part of it, by re- 
mo a little adventure which happened to 
me by those very pollards, which you are 
pleased to abuse so freely.” 

It is needless to add that I joyfully assent- 
ed to the proposal, and was soon seated in 
Mr. Belcher’s room before a cheerful fire—for 














morning accordingly. 

“The weather was fine; but after I had 
been a few hours on the road, the wind be- 
gan to blow directly in my face, and soon en- 
veloped me in a cloud of sand from which 
there seemed no escape, and which threatened 


actually to suffocate me. To avoid this I left 
the highway, but keeping what I supposed to 
be in the general direction of the road, I 
struck out into the adjacent fields. There 
was nothing for a considerable distance to re- 
pay me for this detour, except that I thus was 

of the sand. The country was barren and 
uninteresting, the cottages little better than 
hovels, and the whole scene uninviting. But 
I pushed on, not a whit discouraged; indeed 
my spirits rose as the prospect darkened, and 
like a valiant general oradine a country for 
the purpose of conquering a peace, I resolved 
in some way to force an adventure before I 
, reached Calais. I trudged along for hours, 
stopping occasionally for a draught of sour 
wine and a bit of bread. I made no inquiry 
about the main road, for I preferred to know 
nothing of it. In this way I proceeded, until 
it was almost night, when I spied, some half 
a mile distant, a cluster of trees surrounding a 
small tenement. I turned at once toward the 
2 and coming up to it, found a cottage not 

ering in size or structure from those I had 
seen on the way, except that it appeared even 
more antiqua It was, however, in perfect 
repair, and finely shaded by a variety of hand- 
some trees, and flanked on one side by a neat 
samy The door stood open and I entered. 

ere was no one in the room. I called, but 
received no answer. I strayed out into the 
garden and walked through it. At the lower 
end was a small inclosure covered over at the 
top as if to protect it from the weather, and 
sretng on each side with open wire-work, 
looking through which, I beheld a small grave, 
overspread with mosses, and strewed with 
fresh-gathered white flowers. It bore no 
name or inscription, except the following sim- 
ple but pathetic line; 


“Enfant cherie, avec “1 pe beaux jours sont passes.— 


Surprised wt the appearance of fresh flowers 
upon a tomb which had been so long closed 
over its occupant, I turned, hoping to find some 
explanation of. the mystery, in what I might 
see elsewhere. But there was nothing near 
to attract one’s attention, nor was any person 
within sight. 

“ After taking a glance around, I returned 
to the cottage, and walking in, sat down to 
wait the arrival of the occupants. In a few 
minutes, I heard voices from the side of the 
house opposite the garden, and soon two per- 
sons, of the peasant class, evidently husband 





frank and manly, and his step firm. The 
woman ap a few years yo , while 
the air of happy contentment which beamed ' 
in her face, put the ordi encroachments of ;/ 
time at defiance. Altogether, I had never seen | 
a couple so fitted to challenge observation and 
interest. They both stopped short on seeing 


me. 
“1 hastened to explain my situation, as that 


of a belated traveller, attracted by the sight of 
the cottage ; and told them I was both hungry 
and tired, and desirous of the hospitality of 


their roof. I was made welcome at once. 
“Louis Herbois, for that was his name, gave 
me a bluff, soldierly greeting, while Agathe, 
his wife, smiled her acquiescence. Supper 
was soon laid; I ate with a sharpened appe- 
tite, which evidently charmed my host, who 
encouraged me at intervals, as I to flag. 
“Supper concluded, I was glad to accept 
the offer of a bed—for I was exhausted with 


vata 

“T had been so engrossed with the repast, 
that curiosity was for the time suspended, 
and it was not again in action until I had said 
good-night to my entertainers. and found my- 
self in the room where I was to sleep. This 
was an apartment of moderate size; the fur- 
niture was old and common, but neither dila 
idated nor out of order; the bed was neatly 
covered ; around the room were scattered sev- 
eral books of interest, and in one corner was 
a neat writing-desk, of antiquated appearance, 
with silver mounting, and handsomely inlaid; 
while some small articles of considerable val- 
ue placed on a table in another corner, indi- 
cated at least occasional denizens very differ- 
ent from the peasant and his wife. Yet this 
could not be a rural resort for any family be- 
longing to the town. There were but two 
other apartments in the house, and these were 
oceupied. Nevertheless, I reasoned, these 
things can never have been brought here 
by the worthy people I have seen; and then 
—the little grave in the garden? who has 
watched the tomb for so many years, presery- 
ing the moss so green and the flowers so 
fresh—cherishing an affection which has tri- 
umphed over time? How intense, how sa- 
cred, how strange must be such devotion! I 
decided that some persons besides my host 
were concerned, in some way, in the history of 
the little dwelling, and with this conclusion . 
I retired ; and so, being fatigued by my day’s 
travel, I soon fell asleep. 

“I awoke about sunrise. Going to the 
window, I put aside the curtain, looked 
out into the garden. Louis Herbois and his 
wife were there, renewing the with 
fresh flowers, and watering the moss which 
was spread over the grave. It must be their 
own child, thought I, and yet—no—I will step 











; nsieur 
I suppose?’ He looked at me earnestly : ‘ On 
-woit bien, Monsieur, que vous etes un homme 
faut. After you have breakfasted, 
the story. ‘Ah, there is thena 
, said I to myself, as I followed Louis 
jis into the co where Agathe had 
ed us,and sat down to an excellent 
When. it was concluded I asked 
for the promised narration. ‘Let me see,’ 
said Louis, ‘Agathe, how long have we been 
married? Agathe, matron as she was, actu- 
ally blushed at the question, yet answered 
readily, without stopping to compute the time. 
* Yes; true; very well; resumed Louis. You 
must know, Monsieur, that my father was a 
soldier, and enrolled me, at an early age, in 
the same company with himself. Having been 
detailed, soon after, on service to one of the 

vinces, I was so severely wounded that I 
was thought to be permanently unfitted for duty, 
and was honorably dismissed with a life pen- 
sion. Owing to the care and skill of a famous 
surgeon who attended me, and whom I was 
fortunate enough to interest,I was at last 
eured of my wounds, and very soon after I 
wandered away here, for no better reason, I 
believe, than that Agathe was in the neigh- 
borhood; for we known each other from 
the time we were children. Very soon she 
and I were married, and we took this little 
place, and were as blessed as possible. 

“*Tn the mean time, great changes were go- 
ing on at Paris. The revolution had begun, 
and soon swept every thing before it. But it 
did not matter with us.. We rose with the 
birds, and went to rest with the sun, and no 
two could have been happier: am I not right, 
Agathe? The old lady put her hand affec- 
tionately upon the shoulder of her husband, 
but said nothing. ‘ And we have never ceased 
being happy: we are always happy, are we 
not. Agathe? The tears stood in Agathe's 
eyes, and Louis Herbois went on. ‘Well, the 
revolution was nothing to me, they were mad 
with it, and killed the king, and slew each 
other, until our dear Paris became a bedlam— 
still, as I said, it was nothing to me. To be 
sure, I went occasionally to Calais, where 1 
heard a new language in every body’s mouth, 
and much talk of Les hommes Man- 
dats Sanat, with shouts of anee 4 eeper 
crates, and Vive la Li ut I did not 
trouble myself B rl em Of it; Agathe and 
I worked together in the field, and in the gar- 
den, and in the house—always together— 
always happy. One morning we went out to 
prune our vines, the door of the house was 
yr just as you found it yesterday; why 

ould we ever shut the door ? we were honest, 


you shall 
sto’ 
H 
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his wife somewhere—anywhere—out of 
reach of the gens-d’armes, who were pursuing 
them. I felt in ill-humor, for I had cut my 
finger just then; besides, I did not relish the 
mention of the armes, so I replied 
plainly, that I would have nothing to do with 
persons who were suspects. Why ‘should I 
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knows how, and no sooner had I finished 
than up runs the young creature, and seizing 
my moustache she cries, “My brave fellow, 
hie away, and crop off all this; none but men 
have a right to it; God grant you were not 
born in ce; no Frenchman could give 
such an answer to a man imploring protection 
for his wife. Look at my husband—did he 
ask aid for himself? Do you think he 
would turn you off in this way, had you 
sought his assistance to save her?” pointi 
to Agathe, who stood trembling all the while 
like an aspen. “Ah! you have made a mis- 
take, I see you repent, be quick ; what will you 
do with us?” And she held me tight by the 
moustache until I should answer, while the 
husband stared upon me in a sort of breath- 
less agony. I took another look at the little 
creature, while she kept fast hold of me, and 
saw that she was——eh bien! I see you un- 
derstand me,’ said Louis, interruptin himself, 
as he glanced towards his wife. My heart 
knocked loud enough, believe me, and there 
the dear little thing stood, her hand, as I was 
telling you, clenched fast in my moustache— 
ha! ha! ha!—and looking so fall into my eyes, 
with her own clear bright blue gazers. “ ‘Mon 
Dieu—mon Dieu! Agathe we must help these 
pauvres enfans.” “You are a Frenchman—I 
thought so,” cried the little one, letting of? 
my moustache and clapping herhands. “Oh! 
hasten, hasten, or we are lost!” “ All in good 
time,” said I, “for —” “No no,” interrupted 
she, “they are almost upon us: in a moment we 
may be captured, and then Albert, oh, Albert, 
what will me of you?” So saying, she 
threw her arms about her husband, and clung 
to him as if nothing should them. “ Voila 
bien les femmes ; to the devil with my caution ; 
come with me, and I will put you in a place 
where the whole Directory Shall not find you, 
unless they pull my cottage down stone b 
stone.” I hurried to the house, and hi 
them in a private closet which, following out 
my soldier-like propensities, I had constructed 
in one end of the room, in a marvellously 
curious way. Not a soul but Agathe knew of 














. In 
with 


as one would ask for. I saw 


them reconnoitre the cottage, then spying me, 

they came towards us at a gallop. “ 

have you done with the Comte and Comtesse 

de Choissy ?” said the leading horseman. “ You 

had better hold your tongues I retorted, “than 
awa’ 


be 
do I know of 


atrandom. What the devil 
e Comte and Comtesse de 


escaped prisoners; they were seen to come in 
the direction of this cottage; our captain 
watched them with his glass, and he swears 
they are here.” “And look you, Monsieur 
Cavalier, I am an old soldier, as you see, if 
sears and hard service can prove one, and it 
seems to me you should take an old soldier’s 
word. I have said all I have to say; there is 
my house, the doors are open—look for your- 
self: come Agathe, we must finish our morn- 
ing’s work.” So saying, I set at the vines 
harder than ever. I looked neither one way 
nor the other, but kept clipping, clipping, 
thus standing between the oons and poor 
Agathe, who was Sgewnet terribly, although 
she tried to seem as busy as I. The rider who 
was spokesman, stared for a minute without 
saying a word, and then broke out into a loud 
laugh. “An old soldier indeed!—a regular 
piece of steel! one has but to point a flint at 
you, and the sparks fly.” He turned to his 
men: “ Our captain was mistaken, evidently ; 
this is a bon camarade ; we may trust to him. 
We will take a turn through the cottage and 
push forward.” With that he bid me good 
morning, and after looking around the house, 
the oa made off. 

“Well, Agathe, what’s to be done now?” 
said I, when the dragoons were fairly out of 
sight. “We have made a fine business of it.” 
“Ah, Louis,” said she, “let us not think of 
the danger; we have saved two innocent lives, 
for innocent I know they are: what if we 
have perilled our own? ven will reward 
us.” Nothing more was said, though we both 
thought a great deal, but we kept at our work 
as. if no’ had happened. It was a long 
time before I dared let the fugitives come from 
their hiding-place ; for I was afraid of that 
cursed glass of Monsieur le Capitaine. When 
I did open it I found my prisoners nearly dead 
with suspense. We held a council as to the 
best means for their concealment—for who 
would have had the heart to turn the young 
people adrift {—and it was finall settled that 
the comte and his wife.should as peas- 
ants, and take what other means were neces- 
sary to alter their appearance, that they might 
pass as such without suspicion. . This was no 
sooner resolved than carried out. Agathe was 
as busy as a bee, and in a. few minutes.had a 





some of my clothes, After this, the y 
comte explained to me that his father had di 

a short time before, leaving him his title 
immense estates, which, however,,.sho 

die childless, would te an uncle, a 
unscrupulous and of bad reputation. 

uncle was among the most conspicuous of the 
revolutionists. ough his agency the Comte 
de Choissy and his young wife, with whom he 
had been but a twelvemonth united, were ar- 
rested, and shortly after sentenced to death. 
They escaped frome. nee and the guillotine 
by the aid of a faithful domestic, and were. al- 
most at Calais when they discovered that 
were pursued. By leaving the road and 

ing the carriage forward, they managed to gai 
the few moments which saved them. "Their 
principal fear now was from the wicked de- 
signs of the uncle, for the Directory had top 
much on their hands to hunt out escaped pris- 
oners who were not specially obnoxious. For 
some days the young people did not stir from 
the house, but were ever ready to resort to 
their hiding-place on the first alarm. There 
were, however, no signs of the gens-d’armes in 
the neighborhood. looet to Calais in a lit- 
tle while, and found, after much trouble, the 
old servant who was in the carriage when the 
comte and his wife deserted it. He had been 
permitted to pass on without being molested, 
so alert were the soldiers in pursuit of the fu- 
gitives; and he had brought the few effects 
which he could get together for his master on 
leaving Paris to a safe place; and to prevent 
suspicion, he himself had taken service with a 
respectable traiteur. By degrees, 1 managed 
to bring off every thing belonging to my 
guests, and we fitted up the little room im 
which you the night, as comfortably as 
possible, without having it excite remark 

any one casually entering it. “ Albert” was 
industrious, aiding me at my work, no matter 
what I was doing, and “ Victorine,” too, in- 
sisted upon helping my wife in whatever 
she did, here, there, and everywhere, the live- 
liest, the merriest, the most innocent crea- 
ture I ever set eyes upon. But for all that, 
one could see that time hung heavy on the 
comte. He became thoughtful and ‘riste, and 
like every man out of his proper place, he was 
restless and uneasy. Not so the dear wife: 
she declared she had never been so happy, that 
she had her Albert all to herself: wanted no- 
cong see if she but knew how to requite 
us, she would not wish the estates back 

she would live where she was, forever. Then 
her husband would throw his arms around her, 
and call her by endearing names, which would 
make the little thing look so serious, but at 
the same time so calm and satisfied and angel- 
like, that it seemed as if the divine soul of. the 
Holy Virgin had taken possession of her,.as 











pt peter wn to her husband and 
his, looking ovingly down me 
“Here Louis Herbois stopped, and felt for 
his handkerchief, and blew his nose until the 
walls resounded, and wiped his eyes as if try- 
ing to remove something that was in them, 
“*Any one to have seen her at different 
times would have sworn I had two little 
women for guests instead of one: so full of 
fun and eee all _— of pranks; so 
lively, yee | ither .nd yon, teasing me, 
amusing Agathe, rallying her husband; but 
on the rag I mention, so subdued, so 
thoughtful so—different from her other self: 
Ciel! she had all our hearts. 
caer ae months res much in > same 
manner. e comte egrees gained cour- 
and often veubured woke from the house. 
he had been to the town, but his wife 
was in such terror during his absence, that he 
promised her he would not venture again. He 
continued meanwhile moody and ill at ease; it 
would be madness to leave his place of con- 
cealment; this he knew well enough; still he 
could not bring himself to be patient. Do not 
think, Monsieur, that the Comte de Choissy 
failed to love his wife just as ever: that was 
not it at all. A man isa man the world 
about; the comte felt as any body would feel 
who finds himself rusting away like an old 
musket, which has been tossed aside into some 
miserable cock-loft. I had seen the world and 
knew how it was with him. But what could 
be done? In Paris things were getting worse 
and worse. At first we had le Cété Gauche ; 
les Montagnards ; les Jacobines: then came les 
Patriotes de ’°93; and after that, les Patriotes 
=f excellence, who were succeeded by les 
‘atriotes plus patriotes que les patriotes: and 
then the devil was let loose in mad earnest; 
for what with les Bonnets- es, les Enragés, 
les Terroristes, les Beveurs Sang, and les 
Chevaliers du Poignard, Paris was converted 
into a more fitting abode for Satan than his 
old-fashioned it residence down below. 
Pardon Monsieur! 1 am getting warm; but 
it always stirs my blood when I recall those 
days. I see, too, I am getting from my story. 
ell: I tried to comfort the comte with such 
séraps of philosophy as I had picked up in 
my campaigns—for in the army, you must 
know, one learns many a good maxim—but I 
did little by that. The sweet young comtesse 
was the only one who could make him cheerful, 
and smile, and laugh, and seem happy in a 
natural way, for he loved her as tenderly as a 
man ever loved; besides, the comtesse had 
now a stronger claim than ever upon her hus- 
band. I fancy I can see her sitting there, her 
face bent over, employing her needle upon 
certain diminutive articles, whose use it is 
very easy to understand. Do you know, when 
she was at work on ‘hese, that she was serious 
—never playful—always serious; wearing the 
same expression as when she received from 
her husband a tender word? No: nothing 








could make her then. 
wonder how the perso 
come 80 all in one minute. How the 
comte loved to look at her! his eyes were upon 
her wherever she was; not a word she spoke, 
not a step she took, not a motion of hers 
by the blessing of God. and. the Holy Virgin 
ry the blessing o and the Holy Vi 
as beautiful a child as the world éver welaalie 
ed, was placed by my Agathe in the arms of 
the comtesse. re. added Louis Herbois, 
in a lower voice, while speech seemed for the 
instant difficult, ‘perhaps I have remembered 
this the better, because God willed it that we 
ourselves should be childiess. When Agathe 
took the infant and laid it in the mother’s bosom, 
the latter regarded it for a moment with an 
expression of intense fondness; then, raising 
her eyes to her husband, who stood over her, 
she laughed for joy; 

“*Mother and daughter prospered apace. 
The little girl became the pet of the house; we 
all quarelled for her; but each had to submit 
in turn. How intelligent! what speaking 
eyes! what knowing looks! what innocent} 
mischievous ways! mother and child! I wi 
you could have seen them. I soon marked a 
striking change: the young comtesse was now 
never herself a child. A gentle dignity distin- 
guished her—new-born, it would seem—but 
natural. I am making my story a long one, 
but I could talk to you the whole day in this 
way. So, the months passed on—and the 
revolution did not abate; and the comte was 
sick at heart, and the comtesse was, as ever, 
cheerful, content, happy, and the little one 
could stand alone by a chair and call out to 
us all, wherever we were. The comte, not- 
withstanding his promise, could not resist his 
desire to learn more of what was going on 
thanI could inform him of. I seldom went away, 
for when hawks are abroad, it is well to look 
after the brood: and as I had nothing to gain, 
and every thing to lose, by venturing out, I 
thought it best to stay at home. The comte, 
on the ee was anxious to know every 
thing. He made several visits to Calais, 
first obtaining his wife’s consent, although the 
agony she suffered seemed to fill his heart 
with remorse; this, however, was soon smo- 
thered by his renewed and unconquerable rest- 
lessness. One morning he was pleading with 
her for leave to go again, answering her ex- 
— of fear with the fact that he had 

n often already without danger. “There 


is always a first time,” said my Agathe, who 
was inthe room. “ And there is always a last 
time, too,” said I, happening to enter at that 
moment. I did not know what they were 


talking about, and the words came out quite 
at random. The comtesse turned pale. “Al- 
bert,” she said, “content yourself with your Vic- 
torine and our babe: go not away from us.” 
The infant was standing by its mother’s knee, 
and without understan ing what was said, she 
repeated, “ Papa—not go.” The comte hesi- 
tated: “What a foreboding company—croak- 
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7 of you—away with such pre- 
0 
foolish you have all been ;” and with that 
snatched a kiss from his wife and the little 
one, and started off. The former called to 
him twice, “ Albert, Albert!” and the baby in 
imitation, with its little voice said, “Papa, pa- 
pa!” but the comte did not hear those precious 
tones of wife or child, and in a few minutes 
he was out of sight. I cannot say what was 
the matter with me; my spirit was troubled ; 
the comtesse looked so desponding,and Agathe 
so triste, that I knew not what to do with my- 
self. I did nothing for an hour, then I spoke 
to Agathe: “ Wife, I am going across to the 
town.” She said, “ Ah, Louis, I almost wish 
pe would go. See how the comtesse suffers. 
am sure I shall feel easier myself.” Then I 
told her to say nothing of where I had gone, 
and away I went. It did not take me long, 
for it seemed as if I ought to hasten. I got 
into the town, and having walked along till I 
came to the Rue de Paris, I was about turning 
down it when I saw a small concourse of peo- 
der the _— corner; I crossed over and 
eld the Comte de Choissy in the custody 
of four gens-d’armes, and surrounded by a 
number of “citizens.” My first impulse was 
to rush to his assistance, but I reflected in 
time, and contented myself with joining the 
crowd. One of the soldiers had gone for a 
carriage, and the remainder were questioning 
him; the comte, however, would make no re- 


ply, except, “You have me prisoner, I have 
nothing to say, do what you will.” I waited 
quietly for an opportunity of showing myself 


to him, but he did not look toward me. 
sently I said to the man next me, “ Neighbor, 

ou crowd something too hard for good fel- 
owship.” The comte started a very little at 
the sound of my voice, but he did not imme- 
diately look up. Shortly he raised his head 
and fixed his eyes on me for an instant only, 
and then Praabe | them upon others of the com- 
pany with a look as indifferent as if he were a 
mere spectator. What a courageous dog! by 
Heaven, he never changed an iota, nor showed 
the slightest possible mark of recognition ; 
still, I knew well enough he did recognize me, 
but I got no sign of it, neither did he look 
towards me again. Soon the carriage came 
up and he was hurried in by the gens-d’armes, 
and off they drove! I made some inquiries, 
and found that the comte was known, and that 
they were taking him to Paris. 

“<Tt seems that he had been observed by a 
spy of the uncle during one of his visits to 
th town, and although he was not tracked to 
his home—for he was always very cautious in 
his movements—yet a strict watch was kept 
for his next appearance. I went to see the 
old domestic, but he knew not so much as I. 
My steps were next turned homeward. What 
a walk that was for me? How could I enter 
my house the bearer of such tidings! “ Bon 
Dieu! ah, bon Dieu,” I exclaimed, “ayez 
pitie!” and I stopped under a hedge and got 
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evil. Go I will, to show you|I 





Sore ae Sy ee ee ee 
began crying like a child. my prayer 
again, and walked slowly on; then I saw the 
house, and Agathe in the garden, and the 
comtesse with the little one standing in the 
door—looking—looking. I came up—* Al 
bert—where is Albert? where is my hus- 
band?” I made no answer. “Tell me,” she 
said, almost fiercely, taking hold of my arm, 
T opened my mouth and essayed to speak, but 
although my lips moved I did not get out a 
syllable. I thought I might whisper it, so I 
tried to do so, but I could not whisper! The 
comtesse shrieked, the child began to ery, and 
the came runningin. “Come with me,” 
said I to my wife, and I went into our cham- 
ber and told her the whole, and bid her go to 
the comtesse and tell the truth, for I could 
not. My dear Agathe went out half dead. I 
sat still in my chamber; presently the door 
opened, and the comtesse stood on the thresh- 
old. Her eyes were a up with fire, her 
countenance was terribly agitated, her whole 
frame trembled: “And you are the wretch 
base enough to let him be carried off to be 
butchered before your eyes without lifting 
voice or hand against it, without a 
one word—one look, one thought! Cow 
a !” she screamed, and fell back in 
e arms of my wife in violent convulsions; 
the infant looked on with wondering eyes and 
followed us as we laid the comtesse on the 
bed, and then put her little hand on her mo- 
ther’s cheek, and said softly, “Mamma.” Ina 
few minutes the comtesse began to recover. 
She opened her eyes with an expression of in- 


Pre-| tense pain, gave a glance at Agathe and me, - 


and then observing her child, she took it, and 
pressed it to her breast and sobbed. Shortly 
she spoke to me, and oh, with what a mourn- 
ful voice and look: “Louis, forgive me; I 
said I knew not what; I was beside myself. 
You have never merited aught from me but 
gratitude; will you forgive me?” I cried as 
if I were a baby. Agathe too went on so 
that I feared she could never be reconciled 
to the dreadful calamity—for myself, I was 
well nigh mad. I could but commend the 
comtesse to the Great God and hasten out of 
her sight. Five wretched and wearisome days 
were spent. The character of the comtesse 
meantime displayed itself. Instead of sinking 
under the weight of this sorrowful event, she 
summoned resolution to endure it. She was 
devoted to her child; she assumed a cheerful 
air when caressing it; she even tried to busy 
herself in her ordinary occupations; but I 
could not be deceived, I knew the iron had en- 
tered her soul. All these heroic signs were 
only evidences of what she really suffered. 
Did I not watch her closely? and when the 
comtesse, folding her infant to her breast, 
raised her eyes to heaven as if in gratitude 
that it was left to her, I fancied there was an 
expression which seemed te say, “Why were 
not all taken?” The little one, unconscious 
of its loss, would talk in intervals about “ pa- 
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pu 
her eyes, her lips, and 
say, “Am I not good, 
I am not naughty; I am good, 


were passed in this way ; on the 
the sixth, we were startled by the 
in manifest terror came to us 
child, which was sc as if 
pain: its eyes were bloodshot 
with an unnatural brilliancy, its 
id, and head so hot that it almost 
me to feel of it. Presently it became 
r a few minutes, but soon the screams 
ewed. Alas! what could we do? 
e and I tried every thing that occurred 
but to no purpose: the pains in the 
became so intense that the poor thing 
shriek as if some one was piercing her 
a knife, then she would lay in a lethargy, 
again start and scream until exhausted. 
ot for a moment did the comtesse allow her 
darling to be out of her arms. For two days 
and two nights she neither took rest nor food ; 
absorbed wholly in her child’s sufferings, she 
would not. for a moment be dive from 
them. Agathe too watched night and day. 
On the third night the child appeared-much 
easier, and the comtesse bade Agathe go and 
get some rest. She came and laid down for 
a little time and at last fell asleep; when she 
awoke it was daylight; she knocked at the 
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door of the comtesse—all was still ;—she 
i in. The comtesse, ex- 

had fallen asleep 

girl in her arms. 

The child had sunk into a dull lethargic ‘state 
never to be broken. Alas! Monsieur—alas! 
the little one was dead,! Agathe ran and call- 


ed me. I came in. t a spectacle! 
. . . « Which of us should arouse the un- 
papey comtesse? or should we disturb her? 
ere it not better gaty to withdraw the 
dead child and leave the mother to her repose? 
We thought so. I stepped forward, but cour- 
age failed me. I did not dare furtively to ab- 
stract the 
arms whic 


—then at the little one. She saw the whole. 
She had endured so much that this last stroke 
searcely added to her wretchedness. She al- 
lowed me to take the child, and the to 
conduct her to the couch and assist her upon 
it. She had held out to the point of absolute 
exhaustion, and when once she had yielded 
she was unable to recall her strength. She 
remained in her bed quite passive, while 

the nursed her without intermission. I dug 
a little grave in the garden yonder, and a 
the I laid the child in it. The mother 
shed no tears; when from her bed she saw us 


. | mentionéd 


carry it away she looked peer yy on, and 
pba at out Sar n filled 
| jours: sont * m the grave was 
up and flowers scattered over % and we came 
back to the . As I drew near her room 
I beheld the comtesse at the window, support- 
ing herself by a chair, regarding the grave 
with an earnest longing gaze which I cannot 
bear to recall. As I her eye met 
mine,—such a look of quiet enduring anguish, 
which combined in one expression a world of 
untold agonies! Oh! I never could endure a 
second look like that. I rushed into the house: 
Agathe was already in. I called to her to 
come to me, for I could not enter that room 
“ Wife,” I said, “I am going to Paris. 
Do not say one word. God will protect us. 
Comfort the comtesse. Agathe, if I never re- 
turn, remember—it is on a holy errand— 
adieu.” I was off before Agathe could reply. 
I ran till I came to the main road, there I was 
forced to sit down andrest. At last I saw a 
wagoner going forward; part of the way I 
rode with him, and a part I found a faster con- 
veyance. At night I — myself. 

“¢T had a cousin in Paris, Maurice Herbois, 
with whom in old times I had been on com- 
panionable terms. He was a smith, and had 
done well at the trade until the revolution 
broke out, since then I had heard nothi 
from him. He was a shrewd fellow, and 
thought he would be likely to keep near the 
top of the wheel. But I had a perilous time 
after getting into Paris before I could find 
him. I learned as many of the canaille watch- 
words by heart as I could. I thought they 
would serve me if I was questioned; but my 

rs thickened, until I was at last laid hold 
of, for not giving satisfactory answers, as un 
homme sans aveu, and was on the point of 
being conveyed to a maison d’arret, when I 
ename of Maurice Herbois as a 
person who could speak in my favor. “What,” 
said one, “le Citoyen Herbois?” “The very 
same,” said I, “and little thanks will you get 
from him for slandering his cousin with a 
charge of incivisme.” ere was a general 
shout at this, and off we hurried to find Mau- 
rice. I had answered nothing of whence I 
eame or where I was going, which was the 
reason I had at length got into trouble. I 
knew Maurice to be a true fellow, revolution 
or no revolution, and so determined to hold 
my pies till I should meet him. I found 
that he had been rapidly advanced by the tide 
of affairs, which set him forward whether 
he would or no. Indeed Maurice was no in- 





brave and incorruptible citoyen. He is trust- 
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‘worthy; he comes’ to visit me; I vouch for 
him.” oe pa te lige rants Soe Byline 
with huzzas, and then I went in with 

ice. I need not tell you how much 
passed between us. In short, we talked till 
our tongues were tired. I found my cousin 
as I ted, true as a piece of his own 
steel. e had heen earri along, in spite of 
himself, in the course of revolution, and had 
become a great man as the best chance of 
saving his head. I told him my whole story, 
and the object of my visit. “A fruitless 
errand, Louis,” said he; “I know the case; 
and where personal malice is added to the or- 
dinary motive for prosecution, there is no 
escape. Poor fellow, I wish I could help him ; 
but the uncle, he is in power: ah! there is no 
help for it.” Suddenly a new thought struck 
him. “Louis, did you come by the Hotel de 
Ville?” “Yes.” “What was goingon?” “I 
looked neither right nor left ; I don’t know.” 
“ Well, what did you hear?” “I heard a cry 
of Vive Tallien! with strange noises, and 
shouts, and yells; and somebody said that 
the National Guards were disbanding, and had 
forsaken Robespierre ; and the people were 
surrounding the Hotel de Ville.” “Then, 
Dieu merci, there is hope. You are in the 
nick of time; let us out. If Robespierre 
falls, _ may rescue the comte. He is in the 
Rue St. Martin ; in the same prison is Madame 
de Fontenay, the friend of Tallien, whom 
Robespierre has incarcerated. The former 
will proceed thither as soon as Robespierre 
is disposed of, to free Madame ; there will be 
confusion and much tumult. I know the 
keeper: I must be cautious; but I will discov- 
er where the comte and the lady are secured. 
Then I will leave you with the jailer ; the crisis 
eannot be delayed another day. Wait till you 
hear them coming, then shout Vive Tallien ! 


run about, dance around like a crazy man—| past 


hasten the jailer to release Madame, and do 
you manage to rescue the comte—then be off 
instantly ; don’t come here again; strike into 
the country while the confusion prevails. 
Come; let us go this minute.” And I did go. 
I found Maurice’s introduction potent with 
the keeper, and what was better, I found the 
keeper to be an old companion in arms, who 
had belonged to the same company with me. 
We embraced; we were like two brothers ; 
nothing could have happened better. I learned 
from him all I cared to know. I staid hour 
after hour; just as I was in despair at the de- 
lay, I heard the expected advance. I found 
my fellow-soldier understood what it meant. 
U began to shout Vive Tallien! as loud as I 


could cry. In a fit of enthusiasm I snatched 
the keys from the hands of the keeper, as if 
to liberate the lady, while my comrade opened 


the doors to the company. [I hied first to the 
comte’sroom. In one instant the door was 
unlocked. “Quick!” I whispered ; “follow 
me—do as I do. Shout, huzza; jump this 
way and that—but stick close to me.” In 
another minute I had unbolted the door of 





Madame de Fontenay, making as much noise 
as I could get from my lungse—the comt 
keeping very time to my music. 
while we were shouting Vive Tuallien ! at the 
of our voices, Tallien himself rushed in 
a large party. I took the opportunity to 
the street, and without so much as 
my comrade for his attentions, I glided into an 
unfrequented lane, the comte at my heels; 
and I did not stop, nor look around, nor 
8 till I found myself under cover of an 
old wind-mill near St. Denis, where I used to 
lay when I was a boy. There I came to a 
alt, and seizing the comte in my arms, I em- 
braced him a thousand times. I took some 
rovisions from my pouch, which my cousin 
provided, and bade him eat, for we should 
stand in need of food. We then proceeded, 
avoiding the main road, and getting a ride 
whenever we could, but never wasting a mo- 
ment—not a moment. I told the comte what 
had happened, and that he must hasten if he 
would see his wife alive. At last we came 
near our house. The comte could scarcel 
contain himself; he ran before me: I coul 
not keep up with him. How my heart was 
filled with foreboding!—how I dreaded to 
come nearer !—but apprehension was soon at 
an end. There was my little cottage, and in 
the doorway, leaning for support against the 
side, stood the comtesse, gazing on vacancy— 
the picture of despair and desolation. At the 
sight of lier husband, she threw out her hands 
and tried to advance: she was too feeble, and 
would have fallen had he not the same moment 
folded her in his arms. 

“¢ Bien Monsieur ! continued Louis Her- 
bois, after clearing his voice, ‘ the worst of the 
story is told. The comtesse was gradually 
restored to health, and the comte was content 
to remain quietly with us till the storm swept 
; but the lady never recovered the bright 
spirits which she before displayed, and the 
comte himself could never speak of the little 
one whom he kissed for the last. time on that 
fatal morning, without the deepest emotion. 
It seems to have been destined that this 
should be their only affliction. The uncle was 
beheaded in one of the sudden changes of par- 
ties the succeeding year, and in due time the 
comte regained his estates. Sons and daugh- 
ters were born to them, and their family have 
grown up in unbroken numbers. The comte 
and comtesse can scarcely yet be called old, 
their health and vigor remain, and they enjo 
still those blessings which a kind Providence is 
pleased to bestow on the most favored. But 
the Comtesse de gg, Bo. never forget the 
child which lies there. 'wice a year, accom- 

ied by the comte, she visits the cottage, 

e lays with her own hands fresh flowers 
over the little grave, and waters the moss 
which overspreads it; and the tears stand in 
her eyes when she looks upon the spot where 
we buried her first-born. We have 
that every morning we will renew the flowers, 
and preserve the mosses always green. It isa 








Me tes tetany me be al- 
ways serious, we cannot be always gay. God 
or ek a ere wo my a 


_*T have given you the whole story,” said 
Mr. Belcher, after a short pause; “ but look, 
the sun is out ; let us go to the Courtgain.” 


(From Fraser’s Magazine. ] 
‘LIVE AT A WATERING-PLACE. 
OLDPORT SPRINGS. 
BY CHARLES ASTOR BRISTED. 
* TJOLD on a minute,” said Harry, as they 
were about to take the stage, after a 
very fair three-o’clock dinner at Constantino- 
Ble (the Occidental, not the Oriental city of that 
e) ; “ there goes an acquaintance of ours 
whom you must know. He has arrived by 
the Westfield train, doubtless.” 

Away sped Benson after the acquaintance, 
arm-in-arm with whom he shortly returned, 
and, with all the exultation of an American 
who has brought two lions into the same 
cage, introduced M. le Vicomte Vincent Le 
Roi to the honorable Edward Ashburner. + 

Ashburner was rather puzzled at Le Roi, 
whose personal appearance did not in any 
way answer, either to his originally conceived 
idea of a Frenchman, or to the live specimens 
he had thus far met with. The Vicomte 
looked more like an Englishman, or poten 
like the very best kind of Irishman. He was 
a middle-sized man, of thirty or thereabout, 
with brown hair and a florid’ complexion ; and 
very quietly dressed, his clothes being neither 
obtrusively new nor cut with any ultra-artistic 
pretension. Except his wearing a moustache 
and (of course) not speaking English, there 
was nothing continental about his outward 
man, or the first impression he gave of him- 
self. Fortunately, he was also bound for the 
Springs, so that Ashburner would have abun- 
dant ~~ yea to study his character, if so 
dis: 





The stage in which our tourists were to 
embark was not unlike a French diligence, ex- 
cept that it had but one compartment instead 
of three; in which compartment there were 
three seats, and on each seat more or less 
room for three persons, and two more could 
sit with the driver. All the baggage was car- 
ried on the top. The springs were made like 
coach-springs, or C-springs, as they are always 
called in America (just as in England a pilot- 
coat is called a P-jacket), only they were up- 

ight and perpendicular to the axletree instead 
of curving ; and the leathern belts connected 
with them, on which the carriage swung, were 
of the thickest and toughest description. As 
the party, with the addition of Le Roi, 
amounted to eight, Benson managed, by a lit- 
tle extra expenditure of tin and trouble, to 
secure the whole of one vehicle, and for the 
still greater accommodation of the ladies and 
child, the gentlemen were to sit on the box 
two at a time by turns. Benson’s first ob- 





in general. 
price of horses diverged to the prospects 
of various kinds of business, and thence slap 
into the — of the coun The driver 
was a stubborn Locofoco, and Benson did not 
disdain to enter into an elaborate argument 
with him. Ashburner, who then ocecupied 
the other box-seat, was astonished at the man’s 
statistical knowledge, the variety of informa- 
tion he possessed upon local topics, and his 
accurate acquaintance with the government 
and institutions of his country. It occurred 
to him to prompt Benson, through the con- 
venient medium of French, to sound him 
about England and European politics. This 
Harry did, not immediately, lest he might sus- 
ack the purport of their conversational inter- 
ude, but by a dexterous approach to the 
point after negra ed gpmense 4 and it then 
appeared that he had Inmped “the despotic 
powers of the old world” in a heap together, 
and supposed the Queen of England to be on 
a par with the Czar of Russia as regarded her 
personal authority and privileges. However, 
when Benson set him right as to the differ- 
ence between a limited and an absolute mon- 
archy, he took the information in very good 
part, listened to it attentively, and evidently 
made a mental note of it for future refer- 
ence. 

The four-horse team was a good strong 
one, but the stage with its load heavy 
enough, and the roads, after the recent. storm, 
still heavier, besides being a succession of 
hills. The best they could do was tc make 
six miles an hour, and they would not have 
made three but for a method of travelling 
down-hill, entirely foreign to European ideas 
on the subject. When they arrived at’ the 
summit there was no talk of putting on the 
drag, nor any drag to put on, but away the 
horses went, first at a rapid trot, and soon 
at full gallop; by which means the equipage 
acquired sufficient momentum to it part 
of the way up the next hill before the ani- 
mals relapsed into the slow walk which the 
steepness of the ascent imposed upon them. 
Indeed this part of the route would have 
been a very tedious one (for the country 
about was almost entirely devoid of inter- 
est), had it not been for Roi, who came 
out in t force. He laughed at every 
thing and with every body; told stories, and 
good ones, continuously, and only ceased tell-' 
ing stories to break forth into song. In fine, 
he amused the ladies so much, that when he 
took his turn on the box they missed him 
immediately, and sent Benson outside again 
on the first opportunity; whereat the Vi- 
comte, being very much flattered, waxed 
livelier and merrier than ever, and kept up 
a constant fire of jest and ditty. As to 
Ashburner, who had a gréat liking for fresh 
air, and an equal horror of a small child in 
a stagecoach, he remained outside the whole. 
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which the fair passengers set him 
an insensible youth, who did not 


how to te good company; un- 
vening becoming somewhat chilly by 
comparison with the very hot day they 
undergone, both he and a took refuge 
in the interior, and a very jolly party they 
all made. 

While they were outside together, Benson 
had been giving Ashburner some details about 
Le Roi—in fact, a succinct biography of him; 
for be it noted, that every New-Yorker is able 
to produce off-hand a minute history of every 
person, native or foreign, at all known in soci- 
ety: for which ability he is indebted partly to 
the inquisitive habits of the people, partly to 
their communicative disposition, partly to their 
remarkable memory of small iculars, and 
partly to a fine imagination and power of in- 
vention, which must be experienced to be fully 
appreciated. Benson, we say, had been telling 
his friend the story of his other friend or ac- 
quaintance; how he was of good family and 
no fortune; how he had written three novels 

three thousand or more feuilletons ; how 
he had travelled into some out-of-the-way part 
of Poland, where no one had ever been before 
or sinee, and about which he was, therefore, at 
liberty to say what he pleased ; how, besides 
his literary capabilities, such as they were, he 
played, and sang, and danced, and sketched— 
all very well for an amateur; how he was alto- 
gether a very agreeable and entertaining man, 
and, as such, was supposed to have been sent 
out by a sort of mutual-benefit subscription- 
club, which existed at Paris for the purpose of 
marrying its members to heiresses in different 
countries. Ashburner had once heard rumors 
of such a club in Germany, but was never able 
to obtain any authentic details concerning it, 
or to determine whether it was any thing more 
than a traveller’s traditionary legend. Even 
Benson was at fault here, and, indeed, he 
seemed rather to tell the club part of the story 
as a - joke, than to believe it seriously 
himself. 


As they approached the termination of their 
journey, their talk naturally turned more and 
more on the Springs. The Vicomte was in 
possession of the latest advices thence; the 
arrivals and expected arrivals, and the price- 
eurrent of stock; that is, of marriageable 
young gentlemen, and all other matters of gos- 
sip; how the whole family of the Robinsons 
was there in full force, with an unlimited 
amount of Parisian millinery; how Gerard 
Ludlow was driving four-in-hand, and Lowen- 
berg had given his wife no end of jewelry; 
how Mrs. ison, who ought not to have 
been (not being of our set), nevertheless was 
the great lioness of the season; how Miss 
Thompson, the belle expectant, had renounced 
the Springs altogether, and shut herself up at 
home somewhere among the mountains—all 
for unrequited love of Hamilton White, as was 
charitably reported; last, but not least, how 
Tom fem wy had invented six new figures 





for the German cotillon. Ashburner did not 
at first altogether understand the introduction 
of this personage into such good company, 
supposing from his familiar abreviation and 


Terpsichorean attributes that he must be the 
fashionable dancing-master of Oldport, or 
haps of New-York ; but he was speedily 

to understand that, on the contrary, Mr. Ed- 
— and 
gambling, 


wards was a gay bachelor of good 
large fortune, who, in addition to 
intriguing, and other pleasant little propensi- 
ties, an insatiable passion for the 
and was accustomed to rotate morning, noon, 
and night, whenever he was not bilgi &e. 
as aforesaid. “And,” continued Benson, “I'll 
lay you any bet you please, that the first thing 
we see on arriving at our hotel, will be Tom 
Edwards dancing the polka; unless, indeed, he 
“— to be dancing the Redowa.” 

“Very likely,” said Mrs. Benson, “seeing 
we shall arrive there at ten o’clock, and this is 


a ball-night.” 

Both and his wife were right; they 
arrived at half-past ten, just as the ball was 
getting into full swing. On the portico 
in front of the large hotel opened a large 
room, with large windows down to the floor,— 
the dining-room of the establishment, now 
cleared for dancing purposes. All the idlers 
of Oldport, male and female, black and white, 
congregated at these windows and thronged 
the portico; and almost into the very midst 
of this crowd our party was shot, baggage and 
all. While Ashburner was looking out of a 
confused heap of people and luggage, he heard 
one of the assistant loafers say to another, 
“Look at Mr. Edwards!” Profiting by the 
information not originally intended for him, he 
followed the direction of the speaker’s nose, 
and beheld a little showily-dressed man flyi 
down the room with a large showily-dre 
woman, going the poursuite of the Redowa at 
a terrific rate. So that, literally, the first thing 
he saw in Oldport was Tom Edwards dancing. 
But there was no opportunity to make a fur- 
ther study of this, “one of the most remark- 
able men among us,” for the party had to look 
up their night quarters. Benson had dispatched 
in advance to Mr. Grabster, proprietor of the 
Bath Hotel at Oldport Springs, a very particu- 
lar letter, stating the number of his party, the 
time he meant to be there, and the number of 
rooms he wanted, and had also sent his horses 
on ahead ; but though the animals had arrived 
safe and found stable-room, there was no pre- 
paration for their master. Ashburner, at the 
request of the ladies, followed Benson into the 
office (for the Bath Hotel being, nominally at 
leastythe first house in the place, had its bar- 
room and office separate), and found Harry in 
earnest expostulation with a magnificently- 
dressed individual, whom he took for Mr. 
Grabster himself, but who turned out to be 
only that high and mighty gentieman’s head 
book-keeper. The letter been dispatched 
so long beforehand that, even at the rate of 
American country posts, it ought to have ar- 








while to trouble themselves about the applica- 
keep any rooms. Ashburner sug- 
gested trying another hotel, but the roads were 
muddy, and vehicles scarce at that time of 
night, so that altogether there seemed a strong 
probability of their being compelled to “ camp 
out” on the portico. But it was not in Ben- 
son “to give it up so.” He possessed, as we 
have already hinted, that faculty so alarmingly 
common in his country, which polite people 
call oratory, and vulgar ones the “ gift of the 
3” and he was not the man pyran oar 
C1) ity of turning any of his gifts to 
sag Works with his subject, he poured 
out upon the gorgeously-attired Mr. Black 
such a flood of conciliatory and expostulatory 
eloquence, that that gentleman absolutely con- 
trived to find some accommodation for them. 
The ladies, child, and servants were huddled 
ther into one tolerably large room, in the 
third story. Benson had a sort of corner-cup- 
board in the fourth, that might, perhaps, have 
accommodated a mouse with a small family ; 
and to Ashburner and Le Roi were assigned 
two small chambers in the fifth. As to the 
baggage, that was all piled up in the office, 
with the exception of a few indispensable arti- 
cles. Supper was out of the question, there 
no room to eat it in because of the 
dancers. The ladies did not want supper; 
they only regretted not being able to unpack 
their trunks, and dress for the ball then and 
there going on; their eyes lighted up at the 
sound of the music, and their little feet began 
to beat the floor incontinently. The gentle- 
men took a drink all round by way of substi- 
tute for something more solid. Ashburner 
had mounted to his dormitory—no small jour- 
ney—and was sitting on his bed, waking he 
some contrivance for pulling off all his 
clothes at once without the trouble of remov- 
ing them piece by piece, when he heard in the 
the voice of Le Roi, quantum mutatus 
The Vicomte had sworn up all his 
and was displaying a know- 
of English expletives that quite surprised 
his fellow-traveller. On investigation, the 
cause of his wrath proved to be this: a semi- 
civilized Irish waiter had shown him to No. 
296, in accordance with Mr. Black’s directions. 
But Mr. Black, in the multiplicity of his affairs, 
had forgotten that No. 296 was already tenant- 
ed, to wit, by a Western traveller, who did, 
indeed, intend to quit it by an early stage.next 
morning, but had not the least idea of givi 
up his quarters before that time ; and accord- 
ingly, as if from a presentiment that some at- 
tempt would be made to dislodge him, had, in 
addition to the ordinary not very strong fasten- 
i of the door, so barricaded it with trunks 
a furniture, that it could have stood a con- 
siderable amount of siege. The waiter had 


ab illo! 
own 





any light thro 
except the one tallow 


in search of accommodation, the unlucky 
was seeking a momentary relief in the 
manner above stated, when Ashburner came 


into the little room, the four walls of whi 
seemed to have grown or been built up around 
it; and this folks instantly pro to share 
with Le Roi for the night. The Frenchman 
mercied, and couldn’t think of such a ‘ ing for 
five minutes, ing into the room and pulli 
off his coat te gtr all the time; top 
gave a glorious exemplification of cessanta 
causa, for all his rage vanished in a moment, 
and he was the same exuberantly good-natured 
and profusely loquacious man that he had been 
all da - On he streamed ina tual flow 
of long after both were in bed. until Ash- 
burner began to feel as a man might to whom 
some fairy had given a magical instrument, 
which discoursed sweet music at first, but 
could never be made to stop playing. And 
when at length the Vicomte, having lighted on 
the subject of women, poured out an infinit 
of adventures with ladies of all countries, o: 
all which stories Vincent Le Roi was, of 
course, the hero, his fellow-traveller, unable to 
help being disgusted at his vanity and levity, 
turned round to the wall, and without consi- 
dering whether he was acting in accordance 
with bi nce, fell fast asleep in the midst of 
one of the most thrilling narratives. 

When Ashburner awoke next morning, the 
first thing he was conscious of was Le Roi 
talking. It required very little exercise of the 
imagination to suppose that he had been going 
on uninterruptedly all night. Afterw he 
became aware of a considerable disturbance, 
evidently originating in the lower story of the 
house, but sufficiently audible all over it, 
which he put down to the account of numerous 
new arrivals. By the time they had completed 
their toilettes (which did not take very long, 
for the room being just under the roof, was of 
a heat that made it desirable for them to eva- 
cuate it as soon as possible), Benson made his 
appearance. He had obtained possession of 
his baggage, and arrayed himself in the ex- 
treme of summer costume :—a white grass- 
cloth coat, about the consistency of blotting- 
paper, so transparent that the lilac pattern of 
his check shirt was distinctly visible through the 
arms of it; white duck vest, white drilled trou- 
sers, long-napped white hat, a speckled cravat to 
match his shirt, and highly varnished shoes, 
with red and white striped silk stockings,— 
altogether very fresh and innocent-looking. 
He came to show them the principal spring, 
which was not far from the hotel—just a 
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pleasant walk before breakfast, though it was 
not likely they would meet spony Boogie 80 
early, on account of last night’s 

“Iam afraid your quarters were not very 
comfortable,” said Harry, as the three strolled 
arm-in-arm down a sufficiently sandy road; 
“ but we shall have better rooms before dinner 


“The house must be very full,” Ashburner 
remarked ; “and were there not a great man 
arrivals this morning? From the noise 


heard, I thought at least fifty people had come.” 

“No; I glanced at the book, and there 

were not a dozen names on it. Hallo!” and 

Benson swore roundly in Spanish, apparently 

forgetting that his friend understood that 
e. 


Ashburner looked up, and saw meetin, 
them a large Frenchman and a small Trish 
boy. The Frenchman had an immense quan- 
tity of hair of all sorts on his face, nearly 
hiding his features, which, as what was visible 
of them had a particularly villainous air, was 
about the best thing he could have done to 
them; and on his head he carried a something 
of felt, which indisputably proved the proposi- 
tion that matter may exist without form. The 
Irish youth sported a well-meant, but not ve 
successful attempt at a moustache, and a b 
cloth cap pitched on one side of his head. In 
other respects, they were attired in the usual 
costume of an American snob; that is to say, 
a dress-coat and full suit of black at seven in 
the morning. Ashburner noticed that Benson 
_ ostentatiously while passing them; and 

r passing he swore again, this time in down- 
right English. 

Le Roi had seen in his acquaintance with 
European watering-places, a goodly amount of 
seamps and blacklegs, and Ashburner was not 
without some experience of the sort, so that 
they were not disposed to be curious about 
one blackguard more or less in a place of the 
kind; but these two fellows had such a look 
of unmitigated rascality, that both the for- 
eigners glanced inquiringly at their friend, and 
were both on the point of asking him some 
questions, when he anticipated their desire. 

“God forgive me for swearing, but it is too 
provoking to meet these loafers in respectable 
quarters. The ancients used to think their 
journey spoiled if they met an unclean animal 
on starting, and I feel as if my whole stay 
here would go wrong after meeting these ani- 
mals the first thing in the first morning.” 

“ Mais quest ce quwils sont donc, ces vaut- 
riens ?” asked Le Roi. 

“ The Frenchman is a deported convict, who 
is doing us the honor to serve out his time 
here; the Irishman is a refugee, I believe. 
They have come here to report for The Sewer.” 

They cooled their virtuous indignation in 
the spring, and were returning. 

Halle Benson! hallo! I thought that was 
you!” shouted somebody, a quarter of a mile 
off, from the hotel steps. 

“ Ah,” said Harry, “I understand now why 


from the corner of the room where 





ou heard.so much noise this morning. Bird, 
n has arrived.” ; 

. Sim pularly known as “the bird” 
(why no one tell exactly, but pens often 
get such names attached to them for some in- 
explicable reason), came on a half-run to meet 
them. He wasa tall, showy, and rather hand. 
some, though not particularly graceful man; 
very flashily got up in a blue cutaway with 
gilt buttons, wide + stripes down the sides 
of his white trousers, a check shirt of enor- 
mous crimson pattern, and a red and white 
cravat; no waistcoat, and wide embroidered 

the work of some lady friend. He 
seemed to have dressed himself on the prin- 
ciple of the tricolor, and to have carried it out 
in his face—his checks being very red, his eyes 

very blue, and his hair very white. 
ty 4 pump-handled Benson’s arm for some 
time, he ean attack on Le Roi, whom he 
just knew by name, and inquired if he had 
just come de [autre cdté, meaning the other 
side of the Atlantic, according to a common 
New-York idiom ; but the Vicomte not unnatu- 
rally took it to mean from the other side of 
the road, and gave a corresponding answer in 
English as felicitous as Mr. Simpson’s French. 
Then he digressed upon Ashburner, whom he 
saw to be an Englishman, in so pointed a 
manner, that Benson was obliged to introduce 
them; and the introduction was followed by 
an invitation on Simpson’s Ya to the company 
to take a drink, which they did, somewhat 
to the consternation of the Frenchman, who 
knew not what to make of iced brandy and 
mint before breakfast. Then Sinpson, having 
primed himself for the morning meal, set about 
rocuring it, and his departure visibly relieved 
on who was clearly not proud of his 
acquaintance. Le Roi also went after his 
breakfast, taking care to get as far as possible 
impson 

was 


“There,” said Benson, “is a very fair speci- 
men of ‘second set.’ He is B, No. 1, rather a 
great man in his own circle, and imports French 
goods. To hear him talk about French ac- 
tresses and eating-houses, you would think 
him a ten-years’ resident of that city, instead 
of baving been there perhaps four times in his 
life, a week each time. But you know we 
Americans have a wonderful faculty of seei 

a great deal in a little time. Just so wii 

Italy ; he was there two months, and professes 
to know all about the country and the people. 
But he doesn’t know the set abroad or at home. 
Sometimes you meet him at a ball, where he 
does his duty about supper time ; but you will 
never see him dancing with, or talking to, the 
ladies who are ‘of us.’ Nevertheless, they will 
avail themselves of his services sometimes, 
when they want to buy silks at wholesale 
prices, or to have something smuggled for 
them; for he is the best-natured man in the 
world. And, after all, he is not more given to 
scandal than the exquisites, and is a great deal 
honester and truer. Once I caught a fever 
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of trouble for me 

on. I would cer- 

have been under such an ob- 

to some other men I, know than to 

pson ; but having incurred it, I do not think 

it can be justly paid off with a ‘ glad-to-know- 
‘ou-when-I’m-at-Bath-again’ acquaintance; and 
feel bound to be civil to him, though he does 
bother me immensely at times with his free- 
and-easy habits,—walking into my parlor with 
his hat on and cigar in his mouth; chaffing me 
or my wife in language about as elegant as an 
pete’ Bn driver’s; or pawing ladies about in a 
way that he takes for gallantry. Talking of 
ladies, I wish mine would show themselves for 
breakfast. Ah, here are two men you must 
know; they are good of two classes of 
our beayx-—the considerably French and the 
slightly English—the former class the more 
numerous, you are probably aware. Mr. 


White, Mr. Ashburner—Mr. Ashburner, Mr. 
” 


er. 

Hamilton White was a tall, handsome man, 
some few years on the wrong side of thirty, 
broader-shouldered and deeper-chested than the 
ordinary American model, elaborately but very 
quietly dressed, without any jewelry or showy 

tterns. There was something very Parisian 
in his get-up and manner, yet you would never 
take him for a Frenchman, still less for a 
Frenchified-Englishman. But he had the look 
of a man who had lived in a gay capital, and 
quite fast enough for his years: his fine hair 
was beginning to go on the top of his head, 
and his face wanted freshness and color. His 
manner, slightly reserved at first, rapidl 
warmed into animation, and his large dark 
eyes gave double expression to whatever he 
said. His very smallest talk was immensely 
impressive. He would tell a stranger that he 
was happy to make his acquaintance with an 
air that implied all the Spaniard’s mi casa a 
la disposicion de usted, and meant about as 
much ; and when you saw him from the parquet 
of the Opera talking to some young lady in the 
boxes, you would have imagined that he was 
making a dead set at her, when in fact he was 
only uttering some ordinary meteorological 
observation. Apart from his knack of looking 
and talking sentiment, he had no ae 
marked taste or hobby: danced respectably, 
but not often; knew enough about horses to 
= out a good one when he wanted a mount 
‘or a riding-party ; drank good wine habitually, 
without being pedantic about the different 
brands of it; and read enough of the current 
literature of the day to be able to keep up a 
conversation if he fell among a literary circle. 
He was not a marrying man, partly use 
his income, sufficient to provide him with all 
bachelor luxuries, was not large enough to 
suppori a wife handsomely ; partly because that 
a man should tie himself to one woman for 
life was a thing he could not conceive, much 





less practice: but he much affected the 
society of the softer vals aad was continually 
amusing himself with some young girl or 
young wife. He rather preferred-the latter— 
it was less compromising ; still he had no ob- 
jection to victimize an innocent débutante, and 
eave her more or less broken-hearted. (It 
must be observed, however, for the credit of 
American young ladies, that they are not ad- 
dicted to dying of this complaint, so often fatal 
in novels; many of Hamilton’s victims had 
recovered and grown absolutely fat upon it, 
and married very successfully.) Wherever 
there was a fiancée, or a probable fiancée, or a 
married belle with an uxorious husband,—in 
short, wherever he could make himself look 
dangerous and another man jealous or foolish, 
he came out icularly strong; at the same 
time, being adroit and not over belligerent, he 
always contrived to stop or get out of the 
way in time if the other party showed open 
signs of displeasure. 

Frank Sumner was rather shorter than 
White, rather younger, and rather more dress- 
ed. He had the same broad shoulders, which 
in America, where most of the beaux are either 
tall and thin or short and thin, find favor with 
the ladies; just as blondes create a sensation 
in southern countries, because they are so 
seldom seen. In almost all other particulars, 
the two men were totally unlike, and Sumner 
might have passed for an English gentleman 
put into French clothes. He was reserved in 
his conversation, and marked in the expression 
of his likes and dislikes. With no more in- 
tention of marrying than White, he took care 
never to make love to any woman, and if any 
woman made love to him, he gave her no en- 
couragement. He was not richer than White, 
not so good-looking, and certainly not so 
clever, but more respected and more influen- 
tial; for the solid and trustworthy parts of his 
character, backed by a bull-dog courage and an 
utter imperturbability. got the better in the 
long run of the other’s more brilliant qualities. 

Rune of these things Ashburner observed 
for himself, some of them Benson told him 
after White and Sumner, who did not ask the 
stranger to take a drink, had passed on. He 
had noticed that the latter’s manner, though 
perfectly civil, was very cold compared with 
the empressement which the former had ex- 
hibited. 

“He doesn’t like your countrymen,” said 
Harry, “and nothing can vex him moré than 
to be told, what is literally the truth, that he 
resembles an Englishman in many respects. 
I believe it is about the only thing that can vex 
him. What an immovable man it is! I have 
seen a woman throw a lighted cigar into his 
face, and another cut off one end of his mous- 
tache (that was when we were both younger, 
and used to see some queer scenes abroad), 
and a servant drop half a tureen of soup over 
him, and none of these things sti i 
Once at Naples, I recollect, he set our chimney 
on fire. Such a time we had of it; every one 
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in the house tumbling into our room, from the 


(neo dear allel aerlnadt eee 
the proprietor in his ing-gown and 


spectacles—women calling on the Virgin, men 
running after water—and there sat Frank, abso- 
lutely radiating off so much coolness, that he 


imparted a portion of it to me, and we sat 
—— the scene as quietly as if they had 
only been laying the cloth for dinner. A rum 
pair they must have thought us! The day 
re we had astonished the waiter by lighting 
brandy over a pudding. I suppose we | 
them under the impression that the Anglo- 
Saxons had a propensity to set fire to every 
thing they came in contact with.” 

“It is very odd that so many of your people 
should be afraid of resembling us, and take 
the French type for imitation in preference to 
the English. The original feeling of gratitude 
to France for having assisted you in the war 
of independence, does not seem sufficient to 
account for it.” 

“Certainly not ; for that feeling would nat- 
urally diminish in succeeding generations, 
whereas the Gallicism of our people is on the 
increase,—in fact its origin is of comparatively 
recent date. But we really are more like the 
French in some senses. Politically the Amer- 
ican is very Anglo-Saxon. So he is morally; 
but socially, so far as you can separate socie- 
ty from morals, he is very French. The Eng- 
lishman’s first idea of his duty in society is 
non-interference ; the Frenchman’s and Ameri- 
can’s, amusement. An Englishman does not 
think it his business to endeavor to amuse 
the company in which he happens to be; an 

lishwoman does not think it her duty to 

make any attempt to entertain a man who is in- 
troduced to her. A Frenchman will rather talk 
trash, knowing that he is talking trash, than re- 
main silent and let others remain silent. So 
will an American. But an Englishman, un- 
less he is sure of saying something to the 
_ will hold his tongue. The imperturba- 
le self-possession of the English gentleman is 
generally understood — any more than 
it is by the French. His minding his own 
business is attributed to selfish indifference. 
The picture that half our people form of an 
Englishman is, a heavy, awkward man, very 
y dressed, courageous, and full of learn- 
ing: but devoid of all the arts and graces of 
ife, and caring for nobody but himself. It is 
a great pity that there is not a better under- 
standing; but, unfortunately, the best Eng- 
lishmen who come here seldom stay long 
enough to be appreciated, and the best Amer- 
icans who go to England seldom stay there 
long enough to appreciate the country. en- 
ever an American chances to stay some years 
among you, he ends by liking England very 
much ; ut it is very seldom that he has any 
provocation, unless compelled by business, to 
stay some years, for acquaintances are harder 
to make in London than in any other city, 
while it has less resources for a man without 
acquaintances than any other city—besides be- 





ing so dear. But here come the ladies at 
last ; now for breakfast.” 

Breakfast was the best managed meal at 
the Bath Hotel. The table d’héte began at half 
— seven, but fresh relays of rolls and cage, 

, chops, and steaks, were always to 
obtained until half-past ten or eleven by those 
who had interest with the waiters. 
breakfast the company went to work prom- 
enading. There was a very wide hall a 
thro the hotel, and up and down this, an 
up and down the two broadest sides of the’ 
portico, all the world walked—“our set” being 
conspicuous from the elegance of their morn- 
ing costume. One side of the portico was 
devoted to the gentlemen and their cigars, and 
there Ashburner and Benson took a turn, leav- 
ing with the ladies Le Roi and a small beau 
or two who had joined them. Suddenly Ben- 
son pressed his friend’s arm. 

“Here comes really ‘ one of the most re- 
markable men’—the very god of the dance; 
behold Tom Edwards !” 

Ashburner beheld a little man, about five 
feet and a half high. If he could have stood 
on his bushy black beard it would have lifted 
him full three inches higher. Besides this 
beard he cherished a small moustache, very 
elaborately curling-tongsed at the ends into 
the shape of half a lyre. Otherwise he had 
not much hair on his head, but what he had 
was very carefully brushed. His features were 
delicate, and not without intelligence, but ter- 
ribly worn by dissipation. To look at his 
figure, you would take him for a boy of nine- 
teen; to look at his face, for a man of thirty: 
he was, probably, about half way between the 
two ages. Every thing about him was won- 
derfully neat: a white coat and hat like Ben- 
son’s ; cream-colored waistcoat and pearl-col- 
ored trousers; miraculously small feet in re- 
splendent boots, looking more like a doll’s 
extremities than a man’s; a fresh kid glove 
on one of his little hands, and on the other 
a sapphire ring, so large that Ashburner won- 
yen how the little man could carry it, and 
thought that he should, like Juvenal’s dan- 
dies, have kept a lighter article for summer 
wear. Then he had a watch-chain of great 
balls of blue enamel, with about two pounds 
of chatelaine charms dependent therefrom ; 
and delicate little enamelled studs, with sleeve- 
buttons to match. Altogether he was a won- 
derful lion, considering his size. Even Ben- 
son had not the courage to stop and intro- 
duce his friend until he passed the great dancer 
more than onee, in silent admiration, and with 
a respectful bow. 

And as they passed he detailed to Ash- 
burner, with his usual biographical accuracy, 
the history of Tom Edwards, which he had 
begun in the stage-coach. Tom had been left 
in his infancy with a fortune and without a 
father, to be brought up by relatives who had 
an unlucky preference of Parisian to Ameri- 
ean life. Under their auspices and those of 
other Mentors, whom he found in that gay 
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latter for his s of female society, 
a tendency to behave to all woman- 
he behaved to them. To married 


old people of either sex he took no further 
notice than to order them out of the wa 
when they impeded the polkers, or dance bod. 
ily over them when they disobeyed. Still it 
must be said, in justice to him, that dancing 
was not his sole and all-absorbing pursuit. 
Having an active turn of mind and body, he 
found leisure for many other profitable amuse- 


ments. He was fond of that noble animal, | 


the horse, gambled habitually, ate and drank 
luxuriously,—in short, ae his candle at a 

many ends: but the dance was, though 
not his sole, certainly his favorite passion ; 
and he was never supremely happy but when 
he had all the chairs in the house arranged 
in a circle, and all the boys and women of 
“our set” going around them in the German 
cotillon, from noon to midnight at a (so-call- 
op matints, or from midnight to daybreak at 
a ball. 


“ And now,” said Benson, “I think my cou- 
sin Gerard must be up by this time; he and 
Edwards are generally the last to come down 
to breakfast. Perhaps we shall find him at 
the ten-pin alley; I see the ladies are mov- 
ing that way.” 

‘o the ten-pin alley they went. Down stairs, 
men were playing, coat off and ci 


uted in various directions. Above, all was de- 


corum; the second story being appropriated | 


to the ladies and their cavaliers. And ver 
fond of the game the ladies were, for it afford. 


ed them an opportunity of showing off a hand- 


some arm, and sometimes a neat,ankle. Ge- 
rard was not there; they had to wait some 
time for alleys: altogether Benson was a little 
bored, and whispered to his friend that he 
meant to console himself by making a little 
sensation. 

“ By your play?” asked Ashburner. 

“ No, but by taking off my coat.” 

“ Why, really, considering the material of 
your coat, I think it might as well be on as 
off. Surely you can’t find it an impediment?” 

“No, but I mean to take it off for fun— 
just to give the people here something to talk 
about ; they tatk so much about so little. They 
will be saying all over by to-morrow that Mr. 
Benson ,Wa8 in the ladies? room half un- 


dressed. 
After an hour’s rolling they turned hotel- 





rin mouth; | 
while others waited their turn, with feet distrib- | 





nized Gerard Ludlow. 

It was not the first time he had seen Ge- 
ae Bey had = sr a over Some 
together, having acciden en upon 
same route. As the mnie Edward had 
all the national fear of compromising himself, 
and Gerard was as proud and reserved as any 

lishman, they went on together for - 
without re ing, although the only Anglo- 
Saxons of the party. At last, Ludlow havi 
capsized, horse and all, on a particularly 
road, Ashburner took the liberty of helping to 
pick him up, and then they became very good 
friends. Gerard was at that time in the full 
flush of youth and beauty, and the lion of the 
Italian capital which he had made his head. 
quarters, where it was currently reported that 
a certain very desirable countess had made 
desperate love to him, and that a rich noble- 
man (for there are some rich noblemen. still 
left on the continent) had tried very hard to 
gt the handsome foreigner for a son-in-law. 

owing this and some other similar stories 
about him, Ashburner was a little curious to 
see Mrs. Ludlow, and confessed himself some- 
what disappointed in her; he found her rath- 
er pretty, and certainly not stupid; lively and 
agreeable in her manners, like most of her 
countrywomen; but by no means remarkably 
distinguished either for beauty or wit. Ben- 
son explained to him that his cousin “had 
married for tin.” 

“ But Ludlow always talked of his father as 
arich man, and ‘his family as a small one. I 
should have supposed money about the last 
thing he would have married for.” 

“ Yes, he had prospects of the best; but he 
wanted ready money and a settled income, 
He was on asmall allowance; he knew the 
only way to get a handsome one was to marry, 
sal that the more money his wife brought, the 
more his father would come down with. So 
as Miss Hammersley had eight thousand a year, 
old Ludlow trebled it; and Gerard may build 
as many phaetons as he likes. I don’t mean 
to say that the match is an uncongenial one— 
they have many tastes alike ; but 1 do mean to 
say that love had nothing to do with it.” 

“Well, I used to think that in your unso- 
phisticated Republican country, people married 
out of pure love; but now it looks as if the 
fashionables, at least, marry for money about 
as often as wedo.” 

“They don’t marry for any thing else,” re- 
plied Benson, using one of the slang phrases 
of the day.* 

While the two friends were gossiping, 
Sumner and Le Roi had carried off the ladies; 
an aftration ‘ind brobebly, the scrongee: inianes of 
on record isthat of a Bowery boy, = when asked by a 


clergyman, “Wilt thou have this woman?” replied, “ I won’t 
have any one else.’ 
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and an assemblage of poreniie. Leiner and 

girls, some few of the younger 
aod women, had extemporized a poate in 
the largest of the public parlors, which they 
kept up till two o’clock, and then vanished— 
to dress, as it appeared, for the three o’clock 
dinner. Benson’s party had vubtained their 
apartments at last,—a parlor and two bed- 
rooms for the ladies on the first floor, and 
chambers for the a men in the ars 
story, of a recently built wing, popularly 
known as “ the Colony,” where most of the 
gay bachelors, and not a few of the young 
married men, slept. At dinner the ladies 


presented themselves as much dressed as they | fi 


could be without being décolletées ; and the 
men had doffed their grass-cloth or linen gar- 
ments, and put on dress-coats, or, at least, 
black coats. Ashburner was a good-looking 
young man enough, and had sufficient vanity 
to take notice, in the course of the morning, 
that he was an object of attention; at dinner 
many looks were directed towards him, but 
with an expression of disappointment which 
he did not exactly understand at the time, but 
afterwards learned the reason of from his 
friend. Though making no pretensions to the 
title of exquisite, he happened to have a very 
neat shooting-jacket, unexceptionable in mate- 
rial and fit; and “ our set,” having approved of 
this, were curious to see what sort of costume 
he would display at dinner. When, therefore, 
he came to table, 
Avec les méines bas et la méme cravate, 


and the shooting-jacket unchanged, they were 
visibly disappointed. Benson, to keep him in 
countenance, had retained his white coat, on 
the plea of its being most wanted then, as 
they were in the hottest part of the day, 
which excuse did not enable him to escape 
some hints from his sister-in-law, and a direct 
scolding from his wife. 

Our Englishman thought the dinner hardly 
worth so much dressing for. The dishes, so 
far as he had an opportunity of judging, were 
tolerably cooked; but their number was not 
at all proportionate to that of the guests; in 
short, it was a decided case of short commons, 
and the waiters were scarce to match. There 
were but two parties well attended to. One 
was the family of an old gentleman from the 
South, who was part owner of the building, 
and who, — ~ ay ts enjoyed i 

ivilege of letting his daughter monopolize 
the aon of the public prriet half the day, 
to sing Italian arias shockingly out of tune, 
much to the disgust of the boarders generally, 
and especially of the dancing set, who were 
continually wanting the instrument themselves 
for polking purposes. The other was —— 
the reporters of T'he Sewer ; who hada choice 
eollection of dishes and waiters always at 
their command. To be sure they had their 
end of the table to themselves, too, for not a 
person sat within three chairs of them on 
either side; but this they, no doubt, accepted 





tary acknowledgment of their 

reputation. Every one else was 

The married women grumbled, and 

scolded om, gp i qourenent 

ts 0 responsibility; the yo 

ladies tried to look very pod nies bs | 

above all such anxiety as that of meat 

and drink, but only sueceeded in looking very 

cross; the men swore in various dialects at 

the waiters whenever they could catch them 

fying, and the waiters being used to it didn’t 

ind it; and Ashburner, asa recollection of a 

former conversation flitted across his mind, 

~~ not help letting off a tu quoque at his 
rien 


“TI say, Benson,” quoth he, “is this one of the 
hotels that are so much better than ours, and 
that our people ought to take a lesson from ?” 
looked half-a-dozen bowie-knives at 
him. ides the natural irritation produced 
by hunger, his wife and sister-in-law had been 
whipping him over each other’s shoulders for 
the last half-hour, and now this last remark 
made him ready to boil over. For a few sec- 
onds his face wore an expression positively 
dangerous, but in another moment the ridieu- 
lous side of the case struck him. With a 
good-humored laugh he called for some wine 
—the only one one was sure to get, as it 
was an extra, and a pretty expensive one, too, 
on the hills—and they drowned their hunger 
in a bumper of tolerable champagne. 
The fact was, that the Bath Hotel had been 
a most excellent house three or four summers 
poems and the “ enterprising and gentleman- 
y” landlord (to borrow an American penny-a- 
liner’s phrase) having made a fortune, as he 
deserved, had sold out his lease, with the good- 
will and fixtures of the establishment, to Mr. 
Grabster. The latter gentleman was original- 
nt a respectable farmer ard market-gardener in 
e vicinity of Oldport; and having acquired 
by his business a fair sum of money, was 
looking about for some speculation in which to 
invest it. He commenced his new profession 
with tolerably ge intentions, but Doin as 
much idea of keeping a hotel as he had of 
steering a frigate, and finding a balance 
against him at the end of the first season from 
sheer mismanagement, he had been endeavor- 
ing ever since to make up for it by screwing 
his guests in every way. People naturally 
began to complain. Two courses were 0 
to ia improve his living, or to tip an editor 
to puff him. He deemed the latter course the 
cheaper, and bought T'he Sewer, which, while 
uttering the most fulsome adulation of every 
ing connected with the Bath Hotel, fright- 
ened the discontented into silence through 
dread of its abuse. Ludlow, and some of the 
other exclusives, had, in the beginning of the 
present season, contrived a remedy, which, for 
the time, was perfectly successful. They held 
a private interview with the cook, and made up 
a weekly contribution for him, on condition of 
their having the best of every thing, and enough 
of it, for dinner ; and the waiters were similar- 
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For a time this worked to a 
subscribers were as well fed 
desire. But the other guests 

began to make an outery against the aristoc- 

ge exclusiveness of private dishes on a 
public table, and the servants soon hit upon a 
compromise of their own, which was to take 
the money without rendering the quid pro quo. 
This, of course, soon put an end to the pay- 
— and things were on the old starvation 
footing again. 

After dinner, every body who had horses 
rode or drove. The roads about Oldport 
were heavy and sandy, and terrible work the 
dust made with the ladies’ fine dresses and 
the gentlemen’s fine coats. 

- er different from the drives about 
Baden-Baden,” said Benson. 

“Yes; but I suppose we must console our- 
selves on moral grounds, and remember, that 
there we owe the beautiful promenades to 
the gambling-table, while here we are without 
the roads, and also without the play.” 

“ Ah, but isn’t there play here! only all sub 
ros. Wait a while, and you'll find out.” 

And Ashburner did find out before many 
nights, when the footsteps and oaths of the 
young gamblers rcreceag | at four in the 
morning to their rooms in the “ Colony,” woke 
him out of his first sleep. After the drive, 


tea—still at the ‘table-d’héte—and after tea, 
nine for the ball, which this night was at 
the Bellevue House, appropriately so called 


from commanding a fine view of nothing. As 
the Bellevue was not a fashionable hotel (al- 
though the guests were sufficiently fed there), 
some of the exclusive ladies had hesitated 
about “assisting” on the occasion ; but the 
temptation of a dance was too strong to be 
resisted, and they all ultimately went. Le 
Roi accompanied the Bensons in the all-ac- 
commodating Rockaway. The Bellevue had 
a “colony,” too, in the second story of which 
was the ballroom. As they ascended the 
stairs, the lively notes of La Polka en 
nelle, composée par Josef Bungel, et dédite a 
M. T. Edwards, reached their ears; and hard- 
ly were von A over the threshold when Ed- 
wards himself hopped up before them, and 
without other preface or salutation than a fa- 
miliar nod, threw his arm round Mrs. Benson’s 
waist, and swung her off in the dance ; while 
Sumner, who had simultaneously presented 
himself to Miss Vanderlyn, took similar pos- 
session of her. 

“Do you dance %” 

“ No, I thank you.” 

While Benson asked the question, Le Roi 
dived at a girl and whirled her away: almost 
before Ashburner had answered it, his friend 
shot away from him, making point at a young 
married lady in the distance ; and his bow of 
recognition ended in the back-step of the 

Ika, as the two went off together at a kill- 

pace. In five seconds from the time of 
entrance, Ashburner was left standing alone 
at one end of the room, and his companions 





were twirling at the other. For so habitu- 
ated were the dancers to their ex- 
ercise, that they were always ready to go at 
the word, like trained horses. And i 
the dancing was beautiful. He had never 
seen gentlemen move so gracefully and dex- 
terously in a crowded room as these young 
Americans did. Le Roi and Réwenberg, who, 
by virtue of their respective nationalities, 
were bound to be good dancers, looked pos- 
itively awkward A ancalrn of the natives. 
As to the ladies, they glided, and swam, and 
realized all the so-often-talked-of-and-seldom- 
seen “ poetry of motion.” Indeed Ashburner 
thought they did it too well. He thought of 
Catiline’s friend, commemorated by Sallust, 
who “danced better than became a modest 
woman.” He thought some of their dis- 
plays were a little operatic, and that he had 
seen something like them at certain balls in 
Paris—not the balls of the Faubourg St. 
Germain. He thought that the historian’s 
aphorism might be extended to the — 
of the company,—and that they danced 

ter than became intelligent men. He tho 
—but as he prudently kept thoughts to him- 
self, and as some of his foreign — 
may have been at the bottom of them, we 
will not stop to record them all. By and 
by there was a quadrille for the benefit of 
the million, during which the exclusives rest- 
ed, and Ashburner had full opportunity of 
observing them. The first thing that struck 
him was the extreme youth of the whole set, 
and more especially of the masculine portion 
of it. Old men there were none. The old 
women, that is to say, the mammas and 
aunts, were stuck into corners out of the 
way, and no one took any notice of them. 
Hamilton White was quite an old beau by 
comparison—almost superannuated. Sumner 
would have been nearly off the books but for 
his very superior dancing. Even Benson 
seemed a middle-aged man compared with 
the majority of “our set,’ who averaged be- 
tween boys of seventeen and young men of 
twenty-four. And the more juvenile the 
youth, the larger and stiffer was his white 
tie. Some of these neck-fastenings were ter- 
rific to behold, standing out a foot on each 
side of the wearer. All the Joinvilles that 
Ashburner had ever seen, on all the gents in 
London or elsewhere, faded into insignifi- 
cance before these portentous cravats. He 
could not help making some observations on 
this fashion to Benson, as he encountered 
him promenading with a fair polkiste. 

“ Did you ome notice the whiffletrees of 
my team-trotting wagon, how they extend on 
each side beyond the hubs of the wheels? 
They serve for feelers in a tight place: 
wherever you clear your whiffletrees, you can 
clear your wheels; and these cravats are 
built on the same principle—wherever you 
clear your tie, you can clear your partner.” 

By one in the morning the democracy of 
the m had had enough of four hours’ 
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ies and looking on. “Our set” was left 
in possession of the floor. Forthwith 
they seized upon all the chairs, and the in- 
terminable German cotillon commenced. It 
lasted two hours—and how much longer 
Ashburner could not tell. When he went 
away at three, the dancers looked very deli- 
mescent, but gave no symptoms of flagging. 

so ended his first day’s experience of 
an American watering-place. 





{From the Dublin University Magazine.] 
THE MYSTIC VIAL: 
oR, 
THE LAST DEMOISELLE DE CHARREBOURG. 
Continued from page 75. 
PART Il. 
VI.—THE MINIATURE. 
UCILLE had not, therefore, gained by her 
marriage the position to which her ambi- 
tion aspired. She had made several ineffec- 
tual efforts to dissolve the spell of isolation 
which seemed to seclude the intercourse of 
the Chateau des Anges from all human ken 
and visitation as absolutely as the palace of 
amerman. With the exception, however, of 
a few visits from the great ladies who resided 
in the neighborhood, no casual beams from 
the brilliant world of rank and fashion with- 
out penetrated the dismal shadows of her 
gorgeous abode. 
he was dissatisfied, angry, and resolved 
upon the earliest fitting occasion to rebel 
against the selfish tyranny which consigned 
her to solitude and monotony. 

She had hitherto gained nothing by those 
little expedients, hints, and even entreaties, 
which are sometimes found so effectual in 
like cases. The old fermier-general was just 
as smiling and as promising as the Chateau 
des Anges itself, but, alas! as absolutely 
impenetrable. An iron will encountered and 
repressed all her shifts and struggles. She 
chafed and coaxed alike in vain. Whether 
the bird sang or fluttered, the bars of her 
cage were immovable. 

nder these circumstances, no very cordial 
feelings began to animate the fiery girl re- 
specting her resolute and reserved old help- 
mate. 


Meanwhile the humble cottage in the park 
of Charrebourg was deserted, and permitted 
to fall to decay, for the old visconte, and 
even Marguerite, had been removed to the 
establishment at Des Anges, and so, in pro- 
vess of time, the little walks were overgrown 
with grass, the fences spread and straggled, 
dark green plants clambered to the roof, and 
weeds showed themselves over the tiled vesti- 
rag and even ventured into the inner cham- 

rs. 
alliance, began their obliterating work. But 
there were some plants and flowers which 
grew outside what had been for so long Made- 
moiselle Lucille de Charrebourg’s window. 
They had been the objects of her care, and 
Gabriel !—sweet but sorrowful remembrance ! 
—had been, in those happy times, privileged 


Thus time and nature, in mournful | par 





to tend them for her. Poor Gabriel was now 
desolate indeed, but he pleased himself with 

ing those flowers, and watering, and 
weeding them day b day, just as if she were | 
there; and he would then sit on the bank, 
that bounded the bowling-green, and watch 
the desolate casement where he used so often, 
to see that face that too probably was never | 
more to beam on him. And thus hours); 
would glide away, and, young as he was, he | 
came to live chiefly in the past. 

And generally when he rose, and with an 
effort, and many a backward look, lingeringly 
departed, he would strengthen his sinking 
heart with some such reflection as this :— 

“She did not love the fermier-general—it 
was the visconte who made her him. 
This Monsieur Le Prun—what was he at first 
but a roturier—no better than myself—and 
made his own money—fortune may yet be- 
friend me also. I have energies, and resolu- 
tion, and courage, for her e, to dare ten 


thousand deaths. Ill not despair. And then 

the old fellow can’t live very long—a few 

reece so who knows yet what may 
fall ?” 


There was one beautiful rose which grew 
close to the window, and which Lucille herself 
had planted, and this tree Gabriel came gradu- 
ally to regard as connected by some sweet 
and silent sympathy with the features and 
feelings of its mistress. When it drooped, 
she, he thought, was sick or in sorrow; when, 
on the contrary, it was covered with blossoms , 
and fresh leaves, she was full of smiles and 
health; when a rough gust tore its slender 
sprays, some vexation and disappointment had 
fretted her; and when again it put forth new 
buds and sprouts, these were forgotten, and 
time had gathered round her new hopes and 
delights. Thus this tree became to him an 
object of strangely tender interest, and he 
cherished the fancy that, in tending and guard- 
ing it, he was protecting the fortunes and the 
happiness of poor Lucille. 

eanwhile, as a sort of beginning of that 
great fortune that awaited him, he obtained 
employment as an under-gardener at the 
Chateau de Charrebourg, which had just been 
let to a wealthy noble, whose millions had 
elevated him (like Monsieur le Prun) from 
the bourgeoisie to his present rank. 

But we must return to the Chateau des 
Anges. Luucille’s apartments were situated 
at a side of the chateau overlooking a small | 
court communicating with the ter one at ° 
the front of the building; and this narrow ‘ 
area was bounded by a lofty wall, which , 
en the other pleasure-grounds from the 


It was night; Lucille and her gentle com- 
panion, Julie, had been chatting together, as 
young-lady friends will do, most confidential- 
y- e little maiden had detailed all her sad- 
ness and alarms. Her married companion had 
been fluent and indignant upon her wrongs 
and disappointments. Each felt a sort of 
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relief, and drawn’ as it were into a securer’ 
intimacy, 
who was’ night necessarily absent upon 


The conversation had now shifted to Julie’s 


t. 

S And so, I su I must him. Is 
it not a cruel binine's6°Gvenvel eins whe 46. 
sires nothing but to live and die among good 
Christians, in the quiet of a convent, to m 
a person whom she does not or cannot love? 

“ Yes, Julie, so it seems; but you may yet 
be happier so married, than leading the life you 
long for. Remember, Julie, he is not a man 


who has outlived the warmth, and tenderness, 
and trust of youth. He is still capable of a 
merous passion, and capable of inspiring one. 
ere is no grief like the tyranny of one whom 
law and not love has made your master.” 
As tney conversed, some cases of Lucille’s 


lay open on the table before her companion, 
who had been amusing herself in girlish 
fashion by the varied splendor and exquisite 
taste of the jewelry they contained. 

“This brooch,” she said, taking up a minia- 
ture in enamel, representing some youthful 
tradition of Monsieur le Prun’s person, set 
round with diamonds, “is set very like mine, 
but I hate to look at it.” 

“It re nts, then——” 

“The uis. Yes.” 

“The world calls him handsome, I am told.” 

“Yes, but somehow, if he be so, I can’t per- 
ceive it; he does not please me.” 

“ Well, then, bring me the miniature, and I 
will pronounce between you and the world.” 

ith a melancholy smile Julie ran to her 
own apartment, hard by, and in a few minutes 
returned. With curiosity all alive, Lucille 
took the brooch and looked at it. 

“Well, what say you ” asked Julie, who 
stood behind her chair, gazing at the trinket 
over her shoulder. Lucille was silent, although 
neurly a minute had elapsed. 

“He certainly has the noble air,” she conti- 
nued; but still Lucille offered no criticism. 

On a sudden she put down the miniature 
sharply on the table, and said, abruptly: “Tt is 
time to go to rest; let us go to e 

She rose and turned full round on Julie as 
she spoke. Her face was pale as death, and 
her eyes looked large and gleaming. Her 
gaze was almost wild. 

“Are you ill? said Julie, frightened, and 
taking her hand, which was quite cold. 

“O, no, no,” said Lucille quickly, with a 
smile’ that made her pallor and her dilated 
stare more shocking. “No, no, no—tired, 
vexed, heart-sick of the world and of my 
fate.” 
Julie, though shocked and horrified, thought 
she had never seen Lucille look so handsome 
before. She was an apparition terrible, yet 
beautiful as a lost angel. 

“You are, after all, right,” she said sudden- 
ly. “I—I believe I am ill.” 

The wmdows of the apartment deseended 


the absence of Mosieur le Prun, | ‘pushed 





upon a . ‘She 
and “in the 
open air. Julie had hurried to her assistance, 
oto knew not what, and stocd close by 
her. Never was scene so fitted to soothe the 
sick brain, and charm the senses with its sad 
and sweet repose. The pure moon, high in 
the deep blue of the heavens, shed over long 
rows of shimmering steps, and urns, mar- 
ble images—over undulating woodlands, and 
sheets of embowered and sleeping water, and 
distant hills, a mournful and airy splendor. 

It seemed as though nature were doing 
hemege to so much beauty. The old forest 
wi from his broad bosom a long hushed 
sigh as she came forth ; the moon looked down 
on her with a serene, sad smile; and the spirits 
of the night-breeze sported with her tresses, 
and Kissed her pale lips and forehead. 

At least five minutes passed in silence. 
Lucille, on a sudden, said— 

“So, at the end of a year you will be 
married ?” ’ 

It seemed to Julie that the countenance that 
was turned upon her gleamed with an expres- 
sion of hatred which froze her. - But the 
moonlight is uncertain, and may play wild 
freaks with the character of an excited face. 

“ Yes, dear Lucille; alas! yes,” she answer- 
ed, in a tone that was almost deprecatory. 

* Well, well, I am better now,” she said, 
after a second interval. “My head, Julie—my 
poor head !” 

“ Have you a pain there, dear Lucille ” 

“ Yes, yes, it’s all there,” she said, abstract- 
edly; and, returning, she kissed her gentle 
companion, bade her good night, and was alone. 

Julie was strangely perplexed by the scene 
which had just occurred. She could account 
for it upon no theory but the supposition that 
some flickering vein of insanity was shooting 
athwart her reason, and as suddenly disap- 
peared. As soon as she was partially com- 
posed, she kneeled down at the: bedside, and 
prayed long and fervently; and for far the 
greater part of the time poor Lucille was the 
sole theme of her supplications. At last she 
lay down, and composed herself to sleep. 
Spite of the unpleasant images with which her 
mind was filled, slumber ere long overpowered 
her. But these painful impressions made 
teasing and fantastic shapes to themselves. 
Her pillow was haunted, and strange dreams 
troubled her slumbering senses. om one 
of these visions she awoke with a start, and 
found herself sitting upright in her bed, with 
her heart beating fast with terror. A burst of 

ionate wailing from Lucille’s apartments 
thrilled her with a sort of terror at the same 
moment. In hushed uncertainty she listened 
for a repetition of the sound; but in vain. She 
was prompted to go and try whether she 
needed any help or comfort; but somethi 

in withheld her; and, after another inte 
oradualty fel excited oe she mag met] 

ually fell asleep. Again, however, hateft 
visions dormesited her. She dreamed that a 


to the floor, and opened 
the casement 
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phantom, said to have haunted the chateau for 

and known by the familiar title of “La 
Belle Colombe,” was pursuing her from cham- 
ber to chamber, dressed in her accustomed 
shroud of white; and had at last succeeded in 
chasing her into a chamber from which there 
was no second door of escape—when she 
awoke with a start; and, behold! there was a 
light in the room, and a female form, dressed 
in white, standing between the bedside and 
the door. For some moments she fancied that 
she saw but the continuation of her dream, 
and awaited the further movements of the 
figure with the fascination of terror. But 
gradually her senses reported more truly, and 


she ived that the figure in white was in- 
food Lntlite «cpio, haggard; while with one 
she held the candlestick, with the other she 
motioned slowly towards the bed, which she 
was approaching with breathless caution, upon 
tiptoe. With an effort Julie succeeded in call- 
ing her by name, almost expecting as she did 
so to see the whole apparition vanish into air. 

“ Awake, awake; how softly you breathe, 
Julie!” said Lucille, drawing close to the bed- 
side, and drawing the curtains. 

“Yes, dear Lucille ; can I do any thing for 

ou? 
™ No, no—nothing but——” 

“How do you feel now !—are you better ?” 

* Yes, better than I desire to be.” 

“But why are you here, dene Lucille? Has 
any thing—frightened you? 

«Ha! then you reds it, did you?” 

“Heard it? What?” 

“ Why, how long have you been awake— 
did you—did you hear music—singing ?” 

“No, no; but in truth, dear Lucille, I 
thought I heard you weeping.” 

“Q, nonsense; who minds a girl’s weeping. 
But you heard nothing else ?” 

“No, indeed.” 

Lucille appeared greatly relieved by this as- 
surance. She stooped over her and kissed her ; 
and it was not until her face was thus brought 
near that Julie could perceive how worn and 
wan with weeping it was. 

“I have been dreaming, then; yes, yes, I 
suspected as much—dreaming,” she said; and, 
as she reached her own room, she muttered— 

“ Well, God be thanked, she did not hear it. 
But what can itmean? What madness and 
crime can have conjured up these sounds? 
bmn it mean but guilt, danger, and de- 


spair 


VIL—THE DEVIL’S COACH. 

Ir seemed to Julie that Lucille was moody 
and abstracted next morning. Sometimes for 
a few moments she talked and smiled as be- 
fore, but this was fitfully, and with an effort. 
She appeared like one brooding over some 
eon | that had taken possession of her 
thoughts, or some dark and angry scheme 
which engrossed her imagination. She soon 
left Julie and retired to her own apartments. 

When Monsieur Le Prun returned, some 





time after noon, not his young wife in 
her usual chamber, he went up stairs to wish 
her day in her own suite of rooms. 

e was surprised at the sullen and stormy 
countenance with which she greeted him. She 
had not yet ventured to rebel against his au- 
thority, although she had frequently hinted her 
remonstrances and wrongs. But there was 
now a darkness charged with thunder on her 
brow, and the fermier-general n seriously 


(in nautical phrase) to look out for squalls. 
“Good-day, my pretty wife.” 
“ Good-day, sir.” 
“ Are you well to-day ?” 
“No.” 


“Hey? that’s.a pity; what ails you, 
duaniag little wife ed spe te 

“ Solitude.” 

“Solitude! pooh, pooh! why, there is Julie.” 

“ Julie has her young lover to think of.” 

“ And when you w of her,” he contin- 
ued, resolved not to perceive the slight but 
malicious emphasis, “ you have got your own 
sweet thoughts to retire upon.” 

“ My thoughts are ill company, sir.” 

“ Well, as it seems to me, the pretty child is 
out of temper to-day,” he said, with evident 


= 
“Perhaps I am—it is natural—I should be 
a fool were I otherwise.” 

“Par bleu! what new calamity is this?” he 
asked, with a smile and a shrug. 

“ Nothing new, sir.” 

“ Well, what old calamity ?” 

The past night had wrought a ch in Lu- 
cille; and, little as she had ever liked M. Le 
Prun, she now felt a positive hatred of him, 
and she answered with a gloomy sort of reck- 
lessness— 

“ Sir, I am a prisoner.” 

“Tut, tut! pretty rogue.” 

“ Yes, a prisoner; your prisoner.” 

“A prisoner on parole, perhaps; but pro- 
vided, pretty captive, you don’t desert me, 
you may wander where you will.” 

“ Pshaw! that is nonsense,” she said sharply. 

“ Nonsense!” he repeated, testily ; “it is no 
such thing, madame; you have the handsom- 
= equipages in France. Pray, when didI re- 
use you carriages, or horses, or free egress 
from this place? par bleu! or lock the gates, 
madame? ‘Treated as you are, how can you 
call — a prisoner ?” 

“ What advantage in carriages, and horses, 
and open gates, when we are surrounded by a 
desert ?” 

“A desert? what do you mean?” 

“ There is not a soul to speak to.” 

“ Not a soul—why, you are jesting; pray, is 
the Marquise de Pompignaud nobody? is the 
Conte de ia Perriere vobody 

“ Worse than nobody, monsieur: I should 
prefer a desert to a wilderness haunted by 
such creatures.” 

“ Sacre! what does the child want ?” 

“What every wife in France commands— 


society, sir.” 
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. “Well, I say you have got it: independently | situation—I think I could plece my hand upon 

of your i yin Ei dede pontonse av-ctipelt’s bat akall crane, da lose no 

neighborhood such as ought to satisfy any | opportunity henceforward of ch her, and 
person. ‘There are persons fully | reconciling your young mistress, to this most 

as well descended as FF perc and others | suitable residence.” 

nearly as rich as I am, all within easy visiting; It was perfectly plain from his looks, that 

distance.” Monsieur Le Prun suspected her of being the 


“The rich are all plebeians, and the nobles 
are all poor; there is and can be in a group so 
incongruous no cordiality, no gayety, no splen- 
dor; in a word, no such society as the last 
descendant of the Charrebourgs may reason- 
ably aspire to.” 

“It is fully as numerous and respectable, 
notwithstanding, as the society which the last 
descendant of the Charrebourgs enjoyed in the 
ancestral park where first I had the honor of 
making her acquaintance.” 

“Yes; but not such as with my birth and 
beauty I might and must have commanded, 
sir. 


“ Well, what do you expect? These people 
won't give fétes.” 

“ Bring me to Paris, sir; I wish to take my 
place among the noble society, where I may 
meet my equals; and at court, where I may, 
like all my ancestry, see my sovereign. Here, 
sir, my days fly by in melancholy isolation ; I 
am kept but to amuse your leisure; this, sir, 
is not indulgence—it is selfish and tyrannical.” 

Monsieur Le Prun looked angrier and uglier 
than ever she had seen him before. His eyes 
looked more black and prominent, and his face 
a t deal paler. But he did not trust him- 
self with an immediate answer; and his fea- 
tures, as if in the effort to restrain the retort 
his anger prompted, underwent several gro- 

ue and somewhat ghastly contortions. 

is handsome wife, meanwhile, sat sullen 
and defiant, daring, rather than deprecating, 
the menaced explosion of his wrath. 


Their matrimonial bickerings, however, were | h 


not so soon to reach their climax. Monsieur 
Le Prun contrived to maintain a silent self- 
command—thrust his hands into his pockets, 
walked to the window humming an air, and 
after a few moments’ pause, turned abruptly 
and left the room. 

Near the stair-head he met old Marguerite 
on her way to Lucille’s apartments. He signed 
to her to follow him, and entered a chamber 
there. She perceived the unmistakable traces 
of angry excitement in his face—always sinister 
in an old man, but in one so powerful, and 
about whom she had heard so many dark ru- 
mors, full of vague terrors. As soon as he 
had closed the door, he said to her— 

“JT hope they make you comfortable here, 
Marguerite ?” 

“ Yes, sir, very comfortable,” she replied, 
— a low courtesy, and trembling a good 

eal. 

“Well, Marguerite, I suppose 9 would 
wish to make a suitable return. Now, some 
vile miscreant meddler, who has got the ear 
of your young mistress, has been endeavorin 
to make her unhappy in her present seclud 





“meddler” in question; but before she could 
muster ae of mind to attempt her excul- 
pation, he was gone. The interview was like 
an ugly, flitting dream. His angry face and 
menacing croak had scared her senses but for 
a moment; the apparition had vanished, and, 
with a heart still beating fast, she went stealth- 
ily on her way. 

Now Julie perceived that a change had taken 
place in Lucille—she was anxious and excited, 
and appeared morbidly and passionately eager 
to share in those amusements which before she 
had desired with comparative moderation. 

« Julie, I will mix in the world; I will meet 
people and associate with my equals—I am 
resolved upon it. If Monsieur Le Prun per- 
sists in refusing my reasonable wishes, it will 
perchance be the worse for himself.” 

Such sentences she used to utter amidst 
blushes and pallor, and with a fire and agita- 
tion that painfully perplexed her gentle, but 
now sowewhat estranged, little companion. 

Her conduct, too, became eccentric and ca- 
pricious ; sometimes she appeared sullen and 
reserved—sometimes, at moments, as if ani- 
mated with a positive hatred of her unoffend- 
ing companion. Then, again, she would re- 
lent, and, in an agony of compunction, entreat 
her to be reconciled. 

It happened, not unfrequently, that business 
compeiled Monsieur Le Prun to pass the night 
from home. Upon one of these occasions 
Lucille had gone early to her bed, and old 
Marguerite, at her special desire, sat beside 


er. 

“Well, Marguerite,” said her young mis- 
tress, “I am going to exact the fulfilment of a 
promise you made me long ago, when first 
you came home, and before you became afraid 
of Monsieur Le Prun. You told me, then, 
that you knew some stories of him—come, 
what are they ?” 

“Hey dear, bless the pretty child!—did I 
though?” 

“ Yes, yes, Marguerite; and you must tell 
them now—I say you must—I will have them. 
Nay, don’t be afraid; Pll not tell them again, 
ne nobody can overhear us here.” 

“ But, my pretty pet, these stories 

“Then there are stories—see, you can’t 
deny it any longer; tell them, tell them to me 
all. 


” 





“ Why, they are nothing but a pack of non- 
sense. You would laugh at me. It is only 


about monsieur’s father, and the wonderful 
coach they say he left to his son.” 
“ Well, be it what it may, let me have it.” 
“Well, then, my pretty bird, you shall have 


myself.” 
the next apartment, and 


it as they told it to 
She looked into 
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ring satisfied herself that it was vacant, and 
shut the door of communication, she prepared 
for her narrative. 

We have clipped the redundancies and 

the inaccuracies of honest Marguerite’s 

logy; but the substance and 
ment of the story is recorded precisely as she 
gave it herself. 

“ Monsieur’s father, they say, with a 
very little money, madame, and he made it 
more by—by—in short, by usury; I beg par- 
don, but they say so, e; and so nding 
as he grew old that he had a great deal of gol 
and wishing to have some one of his own flesh 
and blood to leave it to, when he should be 
dead and buried, he bethought him of getti 
a wife. He must have been a shrewd man, 
need not tell you, to have made so much money, 
so he was determined not to make his choice 
without due consideration. Now there was a 
farmer near them, who had a pretty and inno- 
cent daughter, and after much cautious inquiry 
and patient study of her character, old money- 
bags resolved that she was excellently suited 
for his purpose.” 

“ She was young and pretty, and he old and 
ugly, but rich; well, what followed ?” 

“Why, she, poor thing, did not want to 
marry him at all; for though he was rich, he 
had a very ill name in the country, and she was 
afraid of him; but her father urged her, and 
the old man himself spoke her fair, and be- 
tween them they overpowered her fears and 
scruples, and so she was married.” 

“ Poor thing!” said Lucille, unconsciously. 

“Well, madame, he married, and brought 
her home to his desolate old house, and there, 
they say, he treated her harshly ; and, indeed, 
he might there safely use her as he pleased, 
for there was not another house for a great 
way round to be seen: and nobody but his 
own creatures and dependents, who, they said, 
were just as bad as himself, could hear her 
cries, or witness his barbarities.” 

Lucille sat up in the bed, and listened with 
increased interest. 

“Poor thing! it was there, in the midst of 
sufferings and cruelties, that she gave birth to 
a child, who is now Monsieur Le Prun, the 
~~ fermier-general ; but her health, and in- 

eed her heart, was broken; and, some rumor 
having reached her relations, that she was 
sick and unhappy, a cousin of hers, who, they 
said, was in love with her in their early days, 
brought the village physician with him to see 
her, though it was full three leagues and a 
half away.” 

“The cousin loved her; poor fellow, he 
was true,” said Lucille, with a blush of in- 
terest. 

“ Ay, so they say; but Monsieur Le Prun, 
who was a jealous curmudgeon, would not ad- 
mit him; but he did allow the physician to 
see her (himself standing by), because he was 
always glad to have the use of any body’s 
skill for nothing—which, more than any love 
he bore his poor wife, was the reason of his 
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letting him prescribe for her. Well, of 
course, she could not send any message to 
her friends, nor tell how she was treated, for 
old Le Prun was at her bedside ; but the ph 
sician saw that she was ill, and he said to the 


arrange-| old miser—-‘ Your wife can’t walk, and she 


must have air; let her drive every — in your 
coach.’ ‘I have no such thing,’ said old Le 
Prun. ‘But you are rich, said the Bg 
cian, “ you can afford to buy one; and it is 
your duty to do so for your wife, who will 
die else. ‘Let her die, then, for me—the 
devil may send her a coach to ride in, as they 
say he sent me my money ; but I'll not waste 
my gold on any such follies.” So the physi- 
cian went away, disappointed and disgusted, 
and her poor cousin was not able to effect 
any good on her behalf; but it seems the 
words of Monsieur Le Prun did not fall quite 
to the ground—they were heard in the quar- 
ter to where they were directed. Thatevening 
closed in clouds, and before twelve o’clock at 
night, they say, there came on such another 
thunder-storm as never was h in the 
neighborhood, before or since. Nothing but 
thunder, roaring and crashing, peal upon peal, 
till the old house shook and trembled to its 
very base; and the blue lightning glared at 
every window, and split along the pavement 
in streams of livid fire; and all this time the 
rain was beating straight down in an incessant 
and furious deluge.” 

“ And so, I suppose, the devil came in the 
midst of the tempest, and took him away bod- 
ily in a flash of lightning ?” 

“ No, no, my pretty bird, not so fast. There 
was an old negro servant of his, a fellow just 
as wicked as himself, who was sitting in the 
kitchen, cursing the rain that was battering 
in huge drops down the chimney, and put- 
ting out the wood at which he was warmin 
his shins, when, in the midst of the dreadfi 
hubbub of the tempest, what should he hear 
but the rush of a great equi and wheels 
and horses clattering over the pavement, 
amidst the shouts of men and the sound of 
horns. Up jum the black, and, listening, 
he heard a loud voice shouting through the 
storm, as if to summon some one to the door. 
Though they say he was a courageous old 
sinner, his heart failed him, for such sounds 
had not visited the old house within the 
memory of man in the day time, much less in 
the dead of night; and, instead of going to 
the door, he hurried away to the chamber 
where old Le Prun was cowering, screwed 
up in the middle of a great old fauteuil, and 
more frightened at the tempest than he would 
have cared to confess. he told him of 
the sounds he had just heard, and he and 
his master mounted together to a small room 
in a gable over the hall-door, and from the 
casement of this they commanded a view of 
the paved court in front. It was so dark, 
however, that they could see nothing; and 
the thunder still echoing in loud explosions, 
and the rain battering at the windows, pre- 
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hearing the words which 

outside. ‘Shall we 

ask him what they 

said the old negro. ‘Let it alone, 

is old master, shoving his arm back 

with a curse. At the same moment a 

flash of lightning, or rather several in al- 
most continuous succession, shed for some 
as illumination over 

en they saw before their 

a coach, with a team of horses and out- 
Hers, in the style of a royal equipage, drawn 
up before the hall door; and all the postil- 
lions and outriders were sitting motionless, 
with their whips pointing to the house, as if 
they were signing to the inhabitants to come 
out: and some one was looking from the 
window, and cried, in a tone like the shriek 
of the wind— The coach that Monsieur Le 
Prun ordered this morni In the quivering 
blue light the whole thing looked like a 
smoky shadow, and was swallowed in dark- 
ness ina moment. Then came the bellowing 
thunder-burst, and a wild scream of winds 
rushed whooping, and sighing; and hissing 
through the tree-tops, and died away in the 
unknown distance. The two old sinners, 
master and man, crept — from the window, 
and stumbled their way back again to the 
chamber which Monsieur Le Prun had occu- 
pied before, and which, being in the rear of 
the house, and most remote from the sight 
that had seared them, was preferred by them 
to any other. In the morning a coach, of 
first-rate workmanship in all res , was 
standing in front of the hall door, just where 
they had seen it on the night before, but no 
sign of horse, rider, or owner. For several 
days it remained in the same position, no one 
caring to touch it; but at the end of that 
time, having grown accustomed to its pres- 
ence, and gradually less and less in awe of it, 
they lodged it in the coach-house ; and so, af- 
ter a considerable time, the old usurer’s in- 
stincts prevailed, and he resolved to make 
trial of the vehicle, with a view to sell it in 
Paris. At first the horses snorted, and reared, 
and shyed, when they were attempted to be 
harnessed to it, but in a little while they too 
became reconciled to it, and Monsieur Le 
Prun made an experimental trip in it himself. 
Whatever passed upon that occasion, it cer- 
tainly determined him against parting with it. 
And, it was said, whenever he was thencefor- 
ward in doubt about any purchase, or meditat- 
ing any important financial coup, he invariably 
took a solitary drive in this preternaturally-ac- 
i vehicle; and, in the course of that 
Save, his doubts, whatever they may have 
been, were invariably resolved, and some 
lucky purchase or successful operation upon 
was sure to follow. It was said that 

m these occasions Monsieur Le Prun was 

ys heard to converse with some compan- 

ion in the coach; and the driver once avowed 
that, having been delayed by an accident on 
the road, as the darkness came on, he distinct- 





saw two shadowy outriders spurring di 
Bn Reacher yt Bsr wy yell ~ 
til, with hair standing on end, and bathed in a 
cold sweat, he drew up in the court before his 
master’s house.” 

“ And what happened to old Le Prun?” 

“When they returned from one of their 
drives, taken, Heaven bless us! for the pur- 
a of consulting the Evil One, so to speak, 

face to face, they found old Le Prun quite 
dead, sitting back in his wonted attitude, and 
with his arm slung in the embroidered strap.” 

“ And what has become of the wonderful 
coach ?” 

“That I have never heard; but they sa 
that Monsieur Le Prun, the Fas thya fl | 
has it in one of his houses, either in the coun- 
try or in Paris, and that, whenever he wants to 
consult the familiar demon of the family, he 
takes a drive in it alone; and this, they say, 
has been the cause of his great successes and 
his enormous fortune.” 

“T should like to ride in that coach myself,” 
said Lucille. 

“ Heaven and all the saints forbid!” 

“T want to know my destiny, Marguerite. 
Were I sure that all my days were to pass as 
at present, I would rather die than live.” 

“Oh, but sure my pretty bird would not ask 
her fortune of—of—” 

“Yes, of any one—of any spirit, good or 
evil, that could tell it. I am weary of my life, 
Marguerite. I would rather beg or work with 
my liberty, and the friends I like, than see 
my days glide by in this dull, wealthy house, 
without interest, or hope, or—or love.” 

“ But never desire, while you live, my child, 
the visits of the Evil One. Once asked for, 
itis said he never refuses them.” 

“Say you so? then I invite him with all my 
heart,” she said, with a bitter pleasantry ; “he 
can’t be a great deal worse than the society I 
have sometimes had to share; and, if he dis. 
closes the futurity that awaits me, he will have 
been the most instructive companion that for- 
tune ever lent me.” 

“ Chut! madame, listen.” 

“What is the matter, Marguerite ?” 

“ Did not you hear?” - 

“ What ?—whom ?” 
oe renee again; blessed Virgin shield 
us! 

“Psha! Marguerite ; it is nothing but the 
moths flying against the window-panes ; I have 
heard that little tapping a hundred times.” 

“Well, well, maybe so; but say your 
puree, my dear, and ask forgiveness for your 
foolish words.” 


“No, Marguerite; for in truth I do wish 
my fortune were read to me, and care not by 
whom.” 

“Hey, what’s that? Chut! in Heaven’s 
name hold thy mad tongue,” she cried, in the 
ao of pat Peony Soy is no moth. 

y the saints guard your bed, my child. You 
heard it, did you not “ 

“ Hum—yes—there was a sound,” 
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*T should think so, par bleu! something a 
size or two larger than a moth, too.” 

“It was a spray of one of the plants swung 
by the breeze against the window.” 

“Ma foi! it was no such thing, my sweet 
: no, no, something with a pair of wings 

ttered up against it. 

Had the old woman, in her trepidation, had 
leisure to study the countenance of her young 
mistress, she would have perceived that her 
cheeks were flushed with crimson. But she 
was too busy with her medley of prayers and 
protestations, and too fully preoccupied with 
the idea of an unearthly visitation. 

“ Well, well, Marguerite, be it as you say; 
Ill not dispute the point; but leave me now ; 
I'm tired, and would sleep. Good night.” 

After the old woman had withdrawn some 
minutes, Lucille rose from her bed. She had 
only been partially undressed; and throwing 
on her dressing-gown, and putting her little 
ivory feet into her slippers, she glided to her 
chamber-door, which she secured, and then 
cautiously, and almost fearfully, stepped to the 
window, which she pushed open, and stood 
upon the balcony. 

With a beating heart, and a cheek that mo- 
mentarily changed color, she looked all along 
the edges of the court, and over the tall plants, 
and under the shadow of the lofty jessamine- 
covered wall. She listened with breathless 


and excited suspense—she waited for some 


minutes; but, having watched and listened in 
vain, she pressed her hand on her heart, and, 
with a deep and trembling sigh, turned back 
again. It was at this moment she saw some- 
thing white, no bigger than a playing-card, lie 
at her feet. She picked it up, entered her 
room, and trembling violently, closed the win- 
dow again, and was alone. 
VUL—THE ORDEAL. 

The next morning came with sunshine, and 
the merry carols of all the sylvan choirs. It 
would have meetly ushered in a day of rejoic- 
ing; but joy seemed to have bid an eternal 
adieu to the luxurious solitudes of the Chateau 
des Anges. 

Julie that morning remarked that Lucille 
remained unusually late in her own rooms. 
Fearing that she might be ill, she ventured to 
visit her in herapartments. It was past twelve 
o’clock when she knocked at her door. There 
was no answer; and she knocked repeatedly, 
but without success. At last she opened the 
door, but Lucille was not as usual in that 
room. She walked through it, and the apart- 
ment beyond it, without seeing her; but in her 
dressing-room, which lay beyond that again, 
she found her. 

She was sitting in a loose morning-robe ; 
her head was supported by her hand, and the 
open sleeve of heavy silk had fallen back from 
her white round arm. An open letter lay upon 
the table under her gaze. She had evidently 
been weeping, and was so absorbed either in 
her own reflections or the contents of the let- 





een Tee ae eens ae eee 


e. 
The visitor paused; but feeling that ev: 
moment of harap overed go Bo added 
to the awkwardness of her situation, she 
called Lucille by name. 

At the sound of her name she started from 
her seat, and stood, pale as death, with all her 
dark hair shaken wildly about her shoulders, 
and her eyes gleaming with a malign terror 
upon the intruder. At the same moment she 
had clutched the letter, and continued to 
crumple it in her hand with a spasmodic eager- 
ness, 

Julie was almost as much confounded as 
Lucille. Both were silent for a time. 

“I beg your pardon, dear Lucille ; I fear my 
unperceived intrusion startled you.” 

“Yes, yes; I suppose I am nervous. I am 
not well. Oh, God ! you did startle me very 
much.” 

To do her justice, she looked terrified ; every 
a oe color a fled from a face, even 
rom her lips, and her eyes continued gleaming 
ba A and fixedly on rg 

“Why did you come, then—what do you 
want of me?” she said, at last, excitedly, and 
even angrily. 

“I came to ask how you are, Lucille—I 
feared you were ill.” 

“J—I ill? You know I was not ill,” she 
said hurriedly and impatiently, and either for- 
getting or despising her own excuse of but a 
moment before. “ You came—you came fora 
purpose, Julie—yes, yes—do not deny it—there 
is perfidy enough already.” 

“You wrong me, Lucille; I told you the 
simple truth—why should I deceive you?” 

” bly ey Because the world is full of 
deceit, full of falsehood and treason—they are 
every where, every where.” 

She turned away, and Julie perceived that 
she was weeping. 

She was pained and puzzled—nay, she was 
crossed every moment by the horrid fear that 
Lucille’s mind was unsettled. Her strange 
agitation seemed otherwise unaccountable. 

“ Lucille—dear Lucille—surely you will not 
be angry with your poor little friend—surely 
you believe Julie.” 

She looked at her for a moment, and said— 

“Yes, Julie, I do believe you;” and so say- 
ing, she kissed her. “But—but I am utterly, 
and I fear irremediably miserable.” 

“But what is the cause of your wretched- 
ness, my dear Lucille ?” 

“This place—this solitude oppresses me; I 
cannot endure the isolation to which I am un- 
naturally and tyrannically condemned. Oh, 
Julie! there are circumstances, secrets, mise- 
ries, I dare not tell you; fate is weaving round 
me a net, to all eyes but my own invisible. 
But why do you look at me with those strange 
glances? Do not believe that I am guilty, be- 
cause Iam miserable—do not dare to touch 
me with such a thought.” 

She stamped her little foot furiously on the 
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floor at these 


words, while her cheek and eye 
excitement. It 


ly subsided, 
gloom, and 
continued— 

“T scarce know myself, Julie, what I am, or 
what I may be; but my heart is as full of tu- 
mult, of suffering, of hatred, as hell itself. I 
GP at leaat be freo—my captivity in this ma- 
sear prison shall terminate—I will not en- 

it. It shall end soon, one way or another 
—I will liberate myself.” 

Lucille spoke with somethi 
passion—it was fierceness; and her gentle 
companion was filled with vague alarms. She 
had, as feeble natures often have, an instinctive 


— of the superior — and daring 
of her more fiery companion, and knew 


more than 


that 
she would, too probably, take some violent 
and irreparable step in furtherance of her reso- 
lution. It was, therefore, with feelings of anx- 
iety and fear that she left her to the solitary in- 
fluence of her own and excited thoughts. 
Monsieur Le Prun did not arrive till night. 
As he and the Count de Blassemare rolled 
homeward, side by side in his carriage, under 
the uncertain moonlight, between the lordly 
rows of forest-trees that, like files of gloomy 
Titans, kept perennial alo e@ ap- 
ay oO he chateau, or, as Lucille has not 
unaptly styled it, “the magician’s prison,” the 
talked pretty much as follows: F . 
“Le Prun, | od friend, you are jealous 
—jealous, by al the imps in true love’s pur- 
gator said Blassemare. 
“Not jealous, but cautious.” 
« A nice distinction.” 
« y> when one has reached our time of 


et Oura! you might be my father.” 

“ Ours! you might be my father. 

“ Well, t cmt deny it, Yor nobody knows 
how old youare. But at my years a man with 
a young wife must exercise precaution. Par 
bleu! we are neither of us fools, and I need 
not tell you that.” 

“ Why, yes, we have had our experiences—I 
as a spectator—you as——” 

“ Of course—therefore this threatened irrup- 
tion of frivolity and vice—” 

“Say of youth and beauty; the other quali- 
ties—frivolity and vice—may coexist with age 
and ugliness, and, therefore, harmlessly.” 

« Well, what you will, it does not please me. 
But, under existing circumstances, with my 

plication pending, you know it was impos- 
sible to deny the marchioness her whim.” 

“Of course; and so for a single night the 
Chateau des Anges becomes a fairy palace. 
Well, what harm—you can’t apprehend that a 
single féte, however gay and spirited, will— 
ruin you.” 

« , no; after all, it is, as you say, but a 

ingle free and then extinguish the lights, and 
lock the doors, and so the Chateau des Anges 
becomes as sober as before.” 

“And I wager a hundred crowns you will 
tell Madame Le Prun that you have given this 
fete entirely on her account.” 





“T tho of that,” he replied, with a ; 
“but it wonla not be wise.” ee 

“Why so?” 

“ Because it would make a precedent.” 

“ And will you never again indulge her faney 
for society ?” 

“ By —— my good friend, never. She fan- 
cies she has a great deal of spirit, and will 
contrive to rule me; but she does not know 
Etienne Le Prun—she does not know him—I 
will treat her like what she is—a child.” 

“ And she will treat you, perhaps, like-——” 

“Like what?” 

“Like what you are—a bridegroom of 
seventy.” 

“If she dares. Ay, Blassemare, I have just 
as little trust as you in what conventionality 
calls the virtue of the sex. I rely upon my 
own strong will—the discipline I can put in 
force, and their salutary fears.” 

There was here a pause of more than a 
minute in the dialogue; each appeared to have 
enough to think of, and the iage was 
driving nearly at a gallop under the funereal 
shadow of the dense and lofty trees. With 
a fierce start, Monsieur Le Prun cried, sud- 


denly— 

“ What do you mean ?” 

“ J?—nothing.” 

“Why do you say that?” 

“ What?” 

“ You said—Bluebeard.” 

“Hey?” 

“ Ay!—what the devil did you mean b 
that . 4 

“Upon my soul, I said no such thing,” said 
Blassemare, with a hollow, satirical laugh. 

Monsieur Le Prun glanced over his shoulder 
once or twice, and then hummed to himself for 
a time. 

“ Seriously,” he repeated, “did you not call 
me by that name?” 

“J!—no; I always call things by their 
name, and yours is gray.” 

“Hem !—-what is he driving in this shadow 
for? Tell him to keep in the moonlight—one 
would think he wanted to break our necks.” 

Monsieur Le Prun, it was evident, had be- 
come fidgety and fanciful. 

A few minutes’ rapid driving brought the 
carriage to the hall-door of the chateau, and 
its wealthy, but, perhaps, after all, not very 
much to be envied, master conducted his fa- 
miliar imp, Blassemare, into a saloon, where 
— awaited them. 

“IT don’t myself understand these things,, 
Blassemare, but you will be my stage-mana- 
ger, and get up the spectacle in the best 
style.” 

“Why, yes. I don’t see why I should not 
lend a hand, that is to say, if nothing happens 
to call me away,” said  abincassan who de- 
lighted in such affairs, but liked a little impor- 
tance also. 


“ How soon is it to take place?” 
“ She said in about three weeks.” 
“Ha! very good.” 
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_ And the Count de Blassemare was instanta- 
neously translated, in spirit, among feu d’ar- 
tifice, water-works, arches, colored lamps, 
bands, and all the other splendors and delecta- 
tions of an elaborate féte. 

“T remember,” said Le Prun, abruptly dis- 
pelling these happy and gorgeous visions with 

is harsh tones, “when I was at school, read- 
ing about Socrates and those invisible demons 
that were always hovering at his ears; it was 
devilish odd, Blassemare. But to be sure 
those were good-natured devils; ay, that is 
true, and meant him no harm.” 

“By my faith, I forget all about it; but 
what the devil connection have these demons, 
blue, black, or red, with your féte ?” 

“TI sometimes think, Blassemare, you are a 
worse fellow than I am, for you have no qualms 
of conscience.” 

“No qualms of stomach, no fumes of indi- 
gestion; as for conscience, it is an infirmity of 
which we both stand equally acquitted.” 

“T did not speak of it in a good sense,” said 
Le Prun, gloomily ; “it may be remorse or su- 
perstition, but I fancy the man who has none 
of it is already dead, and under his coffin-lid, 
so far as his spiritual chances are concerned.” 

“Faith, it is a treat, Le Prun, to hear you 
talk religion. When do you mean to take or- 
ders? should so like to see you, my buck, 
in a cassock and cowl begging meal, and tell- 
ing your beads, and calling yourself brother 
Ambrose.” 

“T have not good enough in me for that,” he 
replied, in a tone which might be earnest, or 
might be a sneer ; “ besides, I dare say that the 
grand melange of rapture and diablerie they 
call religion is altogether true; but par bleu ! 
my -- fellow, there is something more than 
this life—agencies, subtler and more powerful 
mayhap than those our senses are commonly 
cognizant of. I say I have had experience of 
this truth, and of them. You laugh! and I 
suppose will laugh on, until that irresistible 
old gentleman-usher, DEATH, presents you to 
other realities face to face.” 

“Well, so be it. If they have faces, I sup- 
pose they have mouths, and can laugh, and 
chat, and so, egad I'll make the best of them ; 
it is one comfort, we shall all understand reli- 
gion then, and need not plague our heads 
about it any further. But, in the mean time, 
suppose we have a game of piquet.” 

“Agreed! call for cards, and, by the time 
you have got them, I will return.” 

Le Prun took a candle, and opening a door 
which led through a passage to a back stair 
communicating with Lucille’s apartments, he 
directed his steps thither for the purpose of an- 
nouncing his arrival, and ascertaining at the 
same time the state of his wife’s temper. 

He tapped at the door, and, having received 
permission to enter, did so to the manifest sur- 

ise of the occupants of the chamher, who 
iy eopeciel to see one of the servants. 

Julie, who was in the very middle of a story 
about the Marquis de Secqville, her intended 








pensively back in her rich fauteuil, 
with downcast eyes,) suspended her narra- 
tive. 

“ Well, sir?” 

“Well, madame ?” 

rma dy nrg val ge i 
exe tween the fermier-general 
his wife. om 

“ You ap dissatisfied,” he said, after an 
interval, and having taken a chair. 

“I amso.” 

“ This is tiresome, ma femme.” 

“Yes, insupportably ; this, and every thing 
else that passes here.’ 

“It appears to me, you are somewhat hard 
to please.” 

“Quite the reverse. I ask but to mix in 
human society.” 

“ You have society enough, madame.” 

“T have absolutely none, sir.” 

“T can’t say what society you enjoyed in the 
Pare de Charrebourg, madame,” he be in 
an obvious vein of sarcasm. And as Ire did 
so, he thought he observed her eyes averted, 
and her color brighten for a moment. He did 
not suffer this observation to interrupt him, 
but he laid it up in the charnel of his evil re- 
membrances, and continued: “I don’t know, I 
say, what society you there enjoyed. It may 
have been very considerable, or it may have 
been very limited: it was possibly very dull, 
or possibly very delightful, madame. But if 
you had any society there whatever, it was pri- 
vate, secret; it was neither seen nor suspect- 
ed, madame, and, therefore, you must excuse 
me if I can’t see what sacrifice, in point of so- 
ciety, you have made in exchanging your cot- 

e in the Pare de Charrebourg for a resi- 
dence in the Chateau des Anges.” 

“ Sir, I have made sacrifices—I have lost my 
liberty, and gained you.” 

“T see, » | gre wife, it will be necessary 
that you and I should understand one anoth- 
er,” he said, tranquilly, but with a gloom upon 
his countenance that momentarily grew darker 
and darker. 

“That is precisely what I desire,” replied 
his undaunted helpmate. 

“ Leave us, Julie,” said the fermier-general, 
with a forced calmness. 

Julie threw an imploring glance at Lucille 
as she left the room, for she held her uncle in 
secret dread. As she glided through the door 
her last look revealed them seated at the little 
table ; he—ugly. black, and venomous; she— 
beautiful, and glittering in gay colors. It was 
like a summer fly basking unconsciously with- 
in the pounce of a brown and bloated spider. 

“Depend upon it, madame, this will never 
do,” he began. 

“ Never, sir,” she repeated emphatically. 

“Be silent, and listen as becomes you,” he 
almost shouted, with a sudden and incontrol- 
lable explosion of rage, while the blood mount- 
ed to his discolored visage. “Don’t fancy, ma- 
dame, that Iam doting, or that you can manage 
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ares ei clon soon tester, |i 


which, by Heaven, I'll force yours to bend, 

it fifty times as stubborn as ever woman’s 

ou shall obey—you shall submit. 

If you will not practise your duty cheerfully, 
you shall learn it in privation and tears; but 
one way or another, I'll bring you to act, and to 
, and to think as I please, or ’m not your 


«Well, sir, try it; and in the mean time, I 
eS 


“ What do you expect?” he thundered. 

“TI expect to receive a counterpart of this,” 
she said, with deliberate emphasis, holding the 
mage vial steadily before his eyes. 

or a second or two, the talisman appeared 
erless, but only for so long. Ona sudden 

Ses ve tee = bev became fascinated, pet- 
rified—his face darkened, as if a tide of molten 
lead were projected through every vessel—and 
a heavy dew of agony stood in beads upon 
his puckered forehead. With all this horror 
was mingled a fury, if possible, more frightful 
still; every fibre of his face was quivering ; the 
hand that was clenched and drawn back, as if 
it held a weapon to be hurled into her heart, 
was quivering too; his mouth seemed gasp- 
ing in vain for words or voice; he resembled 
the malignant and tortured victim of a satanic 

ion ; and this frightful dumb apparition 
haa imperceptibly drawing nearer and nearer 
to her. 


A sudden revulsion broke the horrid spell 
of which he was the slave; like one awaking 
from a nightmare, conscience-stricken, he ut- 
tered a trembling groan of agony, and with 
one hand upon his Creek the other clutched 
upon his forehead, he hurried, speechless, like 
a despairing, detected criminal, from the room. 


IX.—THE UNTOLD SECRET. 

Jute, who had heard high words as she 
traversed the apartments which lay en suite, 
paused in the lobby at the stair-head—a sort of 
@il de beuf, to which several corridors con- 
verged, and with a lofty lantern-dome above, 
from which swung a cluster of rose-colored 


= 
ere she sat down upon a sofa, ill at ease 
on account of the scene which was then going 
on so near her; and, in the midst of her rev- 
erie, raising her eyes suddenly, she saw Mon- 
sieur Le Prun, the thick rendering his 
tread perfectly noiseless, gliding by her with a 
countenance guilty and terrible beyond any 
~ that fancy had ever seen. 

ithout appearing to see her, like a spec- 
tre from the ve he came, passed, and van- 
ished, che 6 frozen with horror, as if she 
had beheld a phantom from the dead and 
damned. 

With steps winged with hideous alarm she 
sped through the intervening chambers to that 
in which she had left Lucille. 

She was standing with an ashy smile of tri- 
umph on her face, and in her hand was still 





— to.a certain extent the time 
e reached the apartment where he had left 
Blassemare. But that observant gentleman 
did not fail to perceive, at a glance, that 
mmrtng had occurred to agitate his patron 
profoun: y: 

“ Egad,” he thought, “I should not be sur- 

pons if the girl were taken at disadvan 

y his abrupt visit, and that the venerable 
Adonis saw something to justify his jealousy. 
A husband has no right to surprise his wife. 
Le Prun,” he continued carelessly aloud, “I 
wonder why Nature, who has been so bounte- 
ous to the sex, has not furnished husbands, 
like certain snakes, with rattles to their tails, 
to give involuntary warning of their ap 
proach.” 

Le Prun poured out a glass of cold water 
and drank it. Blassemare observed, as he did 
so, that his hand trembled violently. The fer- 
mier-general was silent, and his flippant Mer- 
cury did not care just then to hazard any ex- 
periment upon his temper. 

“ Blassemare !” he exclaimed, abruptly ar- 
resting his glass, and eyeing his companion 
with a sort of brutal rage, “I ought to run you 
through the body, sir, where you stand, for your 
accursed perfidy.” 

“What! me?—by my soul, sir, I don’t un- 
derstand you,” he replied, at once offended and 
amazed. “ Why the devil should you murder 
me? 

“ You have broken your word with me ?” 

“In what respect ?” 

“ Exactly where it was most vitally needful 
to keep it, sir.” 

“ Deuce take me if I know what you mean.” 

“You do—you do—a thousand curses! You 
must know it. 

“ But hang me if I do.” 

“ You have suffered that calumny to reach 
her ears.” 

“ What calumny ?” 

“She must have seen her.” 

“ Her !—whom ?” 

“She must have spoken with her.” 

“ Do say, plainly, what it is all about ?” 

“ About that—that d woman ; there, is 
that intelligible? She is at large, sir, in spite 
of all I've said—in spite of all you undertook, 
sir; and she has been filling my wife’s ears with 
those hell-born lies that am, been whispered 
to you, sir, and which it was your business to 
have suppressed and extinguished. By ——, 
Blassemare, you deserve my curses and my 
vengeance.” 

As he concluded, he struck the glass upon 
the table with a force that shivered it to 
pieces. 

“ Monsieur le Prun,” said Blassemare, cool- 
ly, “I deprecate no man’s vengeance, and fear 
no man’s sword; but whatever be the ground 
of your present convictions, it is utterly falla- 
cious. The person in question has never stirred 
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abroad—you mean the sister of course—since 
your marriage, except under close and trust- 
worthy attendance; and the other—that you 
know is out of the question.” 

“There has been mismanagement some- 
where, or else some new device of infernal 
malice ; I say the thing has been misconduct- 
ed, with the same cursed blundering that has 
always attended that affair; and I would rath- 
er ny wife were in her coffin than have seen 
what I have seen to-night.” 

“What! in her coffin?” echoed Blassemare, 
with a sort of fiendish satire. 

« Ay, sir, in her coffin!” said Le Prun, with 
a black defiance which made Blassemare shrug 
his shoulders and become silent. 

The chill and the smell of death seemed to 
him to have come with these words into the 
room. But he would not on any account have 
betrayed his sensations; on the contrary, he 
pointed gayly to the cards, and looked a smil- 
ing interrogatory towards the fermier. But 
that excellent gentleman was in no mood for 
picquet. He declined the challenge gloomily 
and peremptorily. 

“ Ma foi! you suffer trifles to plague you 
strangely,” said Blassemare, as they for 
the night. “What on earth does it signifi 
after all? Thwart a woman, and she wi 
strive to vex you—there’s nothing new in 
that ; why should not Madame Le Prun share 
the pretty weaknesses of her sex? On the 
other hand, indulge her, and she will flatter as 
much as she teased before. You are too sen- 
sitive, too fond, and, therefore, exaggerate tri- 
fles. Good night.” 

Monsieur Le Prun withdrew, and Blasse- 
mare muttered— 

“Remorseless old criminal! I shall keep 
7 eye close upon you, and if I see any sign 
of the sort-—— 

He set his teeth apres smiled resolutely 
and threateningly, and nodded his head twice 
or thrice in the direction of the door through 


which the fermier-general had just disap- 


The violent explosion we have just de- 
scribed was not followed by any very decisive 
results. The fermier-general and his wife had 
not been upon very pleasant terms for some 
time previous to the scene which had so fear- 
fully agitated the millionaire; and, whatever 
may have been the immediate promptings of 
his anger, his temper had cooled down suffi- 
ciently, before the morning, to enable him to 
carry the matter off, like a man of the world, 
with a tolerable grace. Whatever change for 
the worse had taken place in his feelings 
towards his wife, he was able to suppress the 
manifestation of it: but, as we have said, their 
relations had of late been by no means cor- 
dial, and Monsieur Le Prun did not think it 
necessary to affect any warmer sentiment to- 
ward his wife, nor any abatement of the sinis- 
ter estrangement which had been gradually 
growing between them. 

Meanwhile the preparations for the féte pro- 





ceeded at the Chateau des Anges upon a scale 
worthy of the rarity of the occasion and the 
vastness of the proprietor’s fortune. 

All these were carried on by Blassemare, 
who indulged his gallantry by consulting the 
beautiful young wife of the fermier-general 
upon every detail of the tasteful and magnifi- 
cent arrangements as they proceeded. 

Monsieur Le Prun had a special object in 
gratifying the great lady who had insisted 
upon this sacrifice. Blassemare had, there- 
fore, a carte blanche in the matter. There 
were to be musicians fréin Paris, bands of 
winged instruments among the trees, galleys 
and singers upon the waters, illuminated mar- 
quees and fanciful grottoes, feu d’artifice, and 
colored lamps of every dye, in unimaginable 
profusion, theatricals, gaming, feasting, danc- 
ing—in a word, every imaginable species of 
gayety, revelry, and splendor. 

As these grand projects began to unfold 
themselves, Lucille’s ill-temper began to abate. 
Her interest was awakened, and at last she be- 
came pleased, astonished, and even delighted. 

Now at length she hoped that the long- 
cherished object of her wishes was about to 
be supplied, and that she was indeed to —> 
from her chrysalis state, and enjoy, among the 
sweets and gayeties of life, the glittering free- 
dom for which she felt herself so fitted, and 
had so long sighed in vain; and which, more- 
over, as the reader may have suspected, she 
desired also in furtherance of certain secret 
and cherished aspirations. 

Monsieur de Blassemare found his esthetic 
and festive confidences most encouragingly re- 
ceived by the handsome and imperious Mad- 
ame Le Prun. The subject of his consulta- 
tions delighted her; and knowing well the 
close relation in which he stood with her hus- 
band, she perhaps thought it no such bad 
policy to secure him, by a little civility, in her 
interest. She little imagined, perhaps, en- 
grossed as she was with other images, to what 
aspiring hopes she was thus unconsciously in- 
troducing the Sieur de Blassemare. That 
gentleman was proud of his bonnes fortunes ; 
and the rapid chemistry of his vanity instan- 
taneously transmuted the lightest show of 
good-humor, in a handsome woman, into the 
faint but irrepressible evidences of a warmer 
sentiment of preference. 

Perfectly’ convinced of the reality of the 
penchant he believed himself to have inspired, 
you may be sure the lively scoundrel was not 
a little flattered at his imaginary conquest. 
He debated, therefore, in his self-complacent 
reveries, whether he should take prompt ad- 
vantage of the weakness of his victim, or 
pique her by the malice of suspense. He 
chose the latter tactique, and, with a happy 
self-esteem, reserved the transports of his con- 
fession to reward the longings and agitations 
of a protracted probationary ordeal. 

Thus Blassemare was in his glory, super- 
intending the preparations for a féte, which 
left him nothing in prodigality and magnifi- 
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coasdonantes of Inving placed 
ousness of having placed, 
an effort, the prettiest woman in 
at his feet, and the piquant sense, be- 
side, of his little treason against old Le Prun. 
Thus matters proceeded; but, strange to 
say, while the evening for which all these pre- 
parations were being made was still more than 
a week distant, e Le Prun, whose im- 
of even that brief delay had been 

uns) ble, on a sudden lost all ais interest 
in the affair. Such, alas! is the volatility, the 
caprice, of women. The object for sake of 
ich she had led poor Le a dog’s life 
for so long, was now presented to her, and 
she turned from it with indifference, if not with 
disgust. This would, indeed, have been very 
fst then to Le Prun himself, had he been 













then upon speaking terms with his wife ; 
ut not happening to be so, and being in no 
mood to talk about her further to his gay fa- 
miliar, Biassemare, he was wholly ignorant of 
those feminine fluctuations of interest and of 
liking which Blassemare himself did not fully 
comprehend. The change was so abrupt as 
to excite his surprise. Her apathy, too, was 
unaccompanied by ill-temper, and was obvi- 
ously so genuine, that he could hardly be- 
lieve it affected merely to pique him. e are 
disposed to think there was a powerful, but 
mysterious, cause at work in this change. 

It was just about this time that one night, 
Julie, having sat up rather later than usual, 
and intending to bid Lucille good night, if 
she were still awake, entered her suite of 
apartments, and approached her dressing-room 
door. She heard her rush across the floor, as 
she did so, and, with a face of terror, she 
ong from the door and stood before it, as 
if to bar ingress to the room. 

Julie was disconcerted and agitated by this 
apparition, and Lucille was evidently, from 
whatever cause, greatly terrified. e two 
girls confronted one another with pale and 
troubled looks. Lucille was white with fear, 
and, alas! as it seemed to her companion, 
with the agitation of guilt. Julie looked at 
her all aghast. 

“Good night, Julie, good night,” she whis- 
pered, hurriedly. 

“Good night,” “answered she; “I fear I 
have interrupted—I mean, startled you.” 

“ Good night, good night,” repeated Lucille. 

As Julie retreated across the lobby, she 
was overtaken by Lucille, who placed her 
hand upon her shoulder. 

“Julie, will you hate me if I tell you all?” 
she said, in great agitation, as she hurried with 
her into her apartment. 

“ Hate you, Lucille! How could I hate 
my dear friend and companion ?” 

“Friend, O yes, friend; what a friend I 
have proved to you!” 

“Come, come, you must not let yourself 
be excited; you know you are my friend, m 



































Lucille covered her face with her hands 
and sobbed or shuddered violently. Julie 
embraced and kissed her tenderly; but, in the 
midst of these caresses, her unhappy 
threw her arms about her neck, cat looking 
earnestly in her face for a few seconds, drew 
her passionately to her heart and kissed her, 
murmuring as she did so— 

“No, no; she never could forgive me.” 

And, so saying, she mournfully betook 
herself away, leaving Julie a prey to all man- 
ner of vague and perplexing alarms. 

Whatever was was the cause of Lucille’s 
profound mental agitation, it was an impene- 
etrable mystery to Julie. Blassemare obvi- 
ously did not know what to make of it; and 
as the féte drew near without eliciting any 
corresponding interest on her part, Julie, who 
had observed with pleasure the delight with 
which at first she had anticipated the event, 
was dismayed and astonished at the change. 
As often as she had endeavored to recall her 
to the topic so strangely approached, and inex- 
plicably recoiled from, upon the occasion we 
have just described, Lucille repulsed her curi- 
osity, or at least evaded it with entire and 
impenetrable secrecy. Finding, therefore, 
that the subject was obviously distasteful to 
her, she forbore to return to it, and contented 
herself with recording the broken conversation 
of the night in question among the other un- 
explained mysteries of her life. 

“Well, Lucille,” she said to her one day, 
as they were walking upon the terrace to- 
gether, and interrupting by the remark a long 
and gloomy silence, “ you do not seem to en- 
joy the prospect of the gay night which m 
uncle has prepared, now that it approaches, half 
so much as you did in the distance.” 

“ Enjoy it? no, no.” 

“But you longed for such an occasion.” 

“Perhaps, Julie, I had reasons; perhaps it 
was not all caprice.” 

“But do you not still enjoy the prospect? 
surely it has not lost all its charms?” 

“TI say, Julie, I had reasons—that is, per- 
haps I had—for wishing it. Ihave none now.” 

“Well, but it seems to me it positively de- 
presses you. Surely, if it were merely indif- 
ferent, it need not distress you.” 

“Ah, Julie, Julie, we are strange creatures ; 
we know not ourselves, neither our strength 
nor our weakness, our good nor our evil, until 
time and combinations solve the problem, and 
show us the sad truth.” 

“Tt seems to me,” said Julie, with a gentle 
smile, “ you take a wondrous moral tone in 
treating of a ball, my pretty sage; and, not- 
withstanding all you say, I suspect you like a 
féte as well as most young women.” 

“ Julie, when I tell you honestly I hate it— 
that I would gladly be hidden in the roof or 
the cellar of the loneliest tower in the chateau 
upon that evening, you wil! cease to suspect 
me of so poor a dissimulation. Honestly, 





only friend and confidante, and you know 
love-you.” 








then, and sadly, these crowded festivities, T ex- 
pected but a short time since with so much 
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delight, are now not only indifferent to me, 

but repulsive. I no lo wish to meet and 

mix with people; the idea, on the contrary, 
, hay, even terrifies me.” 

“ Lucille, you are hiding something from me.” 

“ Hiding !—no, nothing—that is, nothiug 
but my own thoughts, the images of my re- 
flections; nothing, dear Julie, that it would 
not render you unhappy to hear. Why 
should I throw upon your mind the gloom 
and shadows of my own ?” 

. “But perhaps your troubles are fantastic 
and unreal; and, were you to confide in me, I 
might convince you that they are so.” 

“ Julie, they are real.” 

“So thinks every body who is haunted by 
chimeras.” 

“These are none. Oh, Julie! would I 
could tell you all. The agony of the relation 
would be in some sort recompensed by having 
one human being to tell my thoughts to. 
og cannot be; it is quite, quite impossi- 

e. 

“This impossibility is also one of the ima- 
gination.” 

“No, no, Julie; the effort to repose this 
confidence would destroy all confidence be- 
tween us. I have said enough—let us speak 
of other matters. My innermost grief, be it 
what it may, I must endure alone. Julie, it is 


a hard condition ; but I must and will—alone.” 
Here they were interrupted by Blassemare, 
who gayly joined them, with a prayer that they 


would resolve a momentous difficulty, by de- 
ciding upon the best site for one of his princi- 
pal batteries of fireworks; and so, with little 
good-will, they surrendered themselves for a 
quarter of an hour to the guidance and the 
light sarcastic conversation of the master of 
the revels, with whom for the present. we 
shall leave them. 
X.—THE FETE. 

At length the eventful night arrived—a 
beautiful, still, star-lit night. ou may fancy 
the splendor of the more than royal festivities. 
What a magnificent levee of gayety, rank, and 
beauty! What unexampled illuminations !— 
what fantastic and inexhaustible ingenuity of 
pyrotechnics! How the gorgeous suites of 
salons laughed with the brilliant crowd! 
How the terraces, arched and lined with soft- 
colored lamps, re-echoed with gay laughter or 
murmured flatteries! What an atmosphere it 
was of rosy hues, of music, and ceaseless hum 
of human enjoyment! For miles around, the 
wandering peasants beheld the wide, misty, 
prismatic circle that overarched the enchanted 
— and heard the silver harmonies and 

mming thunders of the orchestras floating 
over the woods, and filling the void darkness 
with sounds of unseen festivities. In such a 
scene all are in good-humor—all wear their 
best looks. Each finds his appropriate amuse- 
ment. The elegant gamester discovers his 
ecards and his companions; the garrulous find 
listeners ; the gossip retails, and imbibes, from 





a hundred sources, all the current scandal; 
vanity finds incense—beauty adoration; the 
young make love, or dance, or in groups 
give their spirits play in pleasantries, and 
raillery, and peals of animated laughter; 
their elders listen to the music, or watch the 
cards, or in a calmer fashion converse; while 
all, each according to his own peculiar taste, 
find whatever pleases their palate best. 
Whatever is rarest, most fantastic—things 
only dreamed of—the epicurean connoisseur 
has only to invoke, and, at a touch of the ma- 
ic wand of Mammon, it is there before him. 
ines, too,—what-not, est-est, tokay, and all 
the rest, flowing from the inexhaustible tap of 
the same Mephistopheles, with his golden 
gimlet. All the demons of luxury riot there, 
and at your nod ransack the earth for a flavor 
or a flask; and place it before you, almost 
before your wish is uttered. It is, indeed, the 
Mahomet’s paradise of all true believers in 
the stomach, and worshippers of Bacchus. 
Thus in a realized dream all eddies on in a 
delicious intoxication, and each is at once the 
recipient of enjoyment and the dispenser of 
good-humor, imbibing through every sense 
enchanted fare, reflecting smiles, and radiating 
hilarity. Each, indeed, becomes, as it were, a 
single glowing particle in the genial and bril- 
liant mass, and tends to keep alive the general 
fire, from which he derives and to which 
returns at once light and geniality. It is ad- 
mitted that he who has discovered the grand 
arcanum, and has the philosopher’s stone in 
his eee is, so to speak, ex officio, 
a magician. But M. Le Prun had no need of 
any such discoveries. He had the gold itself, 
and was, therefore, a ready-made magician, 
and as such was worshipped accordingly with 
an oriental fanaticism. 
Monsieur le Prun had, like other favorites 
of fortune in the latter days of the monarchy, 
urchased his patent of tte Every body 
iar that he was a parvenu; and rumor, as 
she is wont in such cases, had adorned his 
early history with so many myths and portents, 
that Niebuhr himself could hardly have distin- 
guished between the fable and the truth. It 
was said and believed that he was a foundling 
—a Gipsy’s son, a wandering beggar, a tinker. 
Others had seen him in rags, selling pencils at 
the steps between the Pont-Neuf and the Pont- 
au-Change. Others, again, maintained that he 
had for years filled the canine office of guide 
to an old blind mendicant, whose beat was 
about the Rue de Bauboug; and were even 
furnished with a number of pleasant anecdotes 
about his hardships and adroitness, while in 
this somewhat undignified position. Indeed, 
the varieties of positions though which good 
Mother Gossip sent him were such, and so in- 
terminable, that a relation of half of them 
would alone make a library of fiction. But 
fortune had consecrated this mean and smutty 
urchin. He stood now worshipped in the 
awful glory of his millions, pedestalled on his 
money-bags, gilded from head to heel; and 
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what could the. noblesse upon earth 
do but forgive the and hunger 
of his y, and come » from the 
east and from the west, to drink of the cup of 
his enchantments, and cry, “Long live King 
Solomon in all his glory? 


“She is beautiful as a divinity,” exclaimed 


the gallant old uess de Fauteuil, who had 
just completed an iring survey of the fair 
i le Prun. 

“ Pretty—yes; but she has the manners of 


a petite moine,” said the Duchess de la Comi- 
_ ” old flame of bey aah a who, in 
of her marriage and her mistakes, con- 
ceived her claims upon his devotions unabated. 
“And her little gossip, too, Le Prun’s niece, 
is a charming creature—an exquisitely contriv- 
ed contrast. By my word, this place deserves 
its name—is it not truly the Chateau des 


Anges” 
“Who is that young person whom Le Prun 
is leading at them? He is the only man 
I have seen to-night whose dress is perfect; 
and he looks like a hero of romance.” 

“That ?’—eh? Why that is the Marquis de 


S ! the horrid man who enslaves us 


all? I have not seen him for years—how very 
handsome he is!” 

“Yes; and I fancy that melancholy air 
assists him very much in vanquishing the 
gentle sex. I once had a little vein of that 
myself.” 

“So you had,” murmured the duchess, with 
a tender smile of memory, and a little sigh. 
“But is it not a madness of poor Le Prun 
to present that terrible man to his handsome 


young wife ?” 

“He is to marry the niece—the affair is con- 
cluded. Poor little thing! she looks so fright- 
ened; see—a little fluttered pigeon of Venus— 
it becomes her very much.” 

Meanwhile Le Prun and the marquis were 
approaching Lucille and Julie, who were seated 
together close to a window which opened to 
the floor, and admitted the soft summer air, 
charged with such sounds and perfumes as 
might have hovered among the evergreen 
groves of Calypso’s island. 

“He is coming,” said Julie, “he is coming 
with my uncle.” 

“Who? asked Lucille, looking coldly on 

» the advancing figures. 

“ My—my fiancé, the Marquis de Secqville,” 
whispered Julie, in trembling haste, blushing, 
and dropping her eyes. 

“Oh, then, I must observe him carefully,” 
said Lucille, with an arch smile. 

“Do, and tell me honestly what you think 
of him.” 

“Ha! little rogue, I see you are not quite 
80 indifferent as you ashok” 

“My heart is indifferent—but—but he is 
very handsome—don’t you think so ?” 

“Hush! here he is.” 

“T have the happiness, madame, to present 
Monsieur le Marquis de Secqville, with whom, 





as you are aware, we are about to have the 
honor of being nearly allied.” 

So said Monsieur le Prun, with a smile of 
conjugal affection, which may, or may not, have 
been genuine. 

“T was not until now aware of the full ex- 
tent of the honor and the happiness involved 
in that alliance,” said the marquis, with a glance 
of respectful admiration. 

e le Prun acknowledged this little 
speech with a slight bow, and a cold and 
haughty smile. 

“ You have been in the south lately ?” 

“Yes, madame, with my regiment at 
Avignon.” 

“So he says,” interrupted the fermier-gen- 
eral, with a cunning leer; “but his colonel 
swears he never saw him there.” 

“Then either you or your colonel must be 
wrong,” said Madame le Prun, drily. 

“No, no, madame; but Monsieur le Prun 
likes a jest at my My 

“Not at all,” said Le Prun, laughing; “I 
protest D’Artois, his colonel, vows he has not 
seen him for six months at least.” 

“ They are in a conspiracy to quiz me.” 

“Then you were at Avignon ?” 

“No such thing, I tell you; the fellow was 
about some mischief—ha! ha! ha!” 

“ He is resolved to laugh at me.” 

“Yes, yes, I say he is a mischievous fellow 
—the most dangerous dog in France; and so 
shy that, by my word, it requires a shrewd 
fellow like myself to discover his rogueries.” 

“And so he deserves not only ali my sins, 
but a great deal more.” 

“ Stay—here is the Visconte de Charrebourg. 
Visconte, this is the Marquis de Secqville, my 
future nephew.” 

The old visconte looked closely and dubi- 
ously for a moment in the young man’s face. 
The marquis, on the contrary, seemed to have 
some little difficulty in suppressing a smile. 

“But that I know I have not had the honor 
of meeting you before, I should——but no 
doubt it isa family likeness. I knew your 
father when he was about your age, and a very 
handsome fellow, by my faith. Is his brother, 
the Conte de Cresseron, still living ?” 

The old gentleman drew the marquis away 
before he had had time to pay his devoirs to 
Julie, who had shrunk at his approach into the 
background, and left the little group to them- 
selves, 

“What do you think of him?” whispered 
Julie, resuming her place by Lucille. 

“ He is pretty well.” 

“ Monsieur le Marquis is a handsome man,” 
said Blassemare, who at that moment joined 
them; and, addressing Lucille, “ You have 
seen him before ?” 

“J?—no. He has just been presented to 
me for the first time.” 

“ And you think hin——” 

“ Rather handsome—indeed, decidedly hand- 
some; but, somehow, his melancholy spoils 
him. But I forgot, Julie—I ask your pardon, 
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ny pretty stty niece, for criticising ourhero. Re- 
aeaber, however, I admit lean though 
I can’t admire him.” 


There is no truth of which we have been 
reminded with such unnecessary reiteration, as 
the pretty obvious fact that every human en- 
j ¢ must, sooner or later, come to an end. 
The at the Chateau des Anges had no ex- 
emption from this law of nature and necessity. 
Musicians, cooks, artists, and artisans of all 
sorts, gradually disappeared. At length the 
last equipage whirled down the great avenue, 
and a stillness and void, more mournful from 
the immediate contrast, supervened. 

The windows were closed—the yawning ser- 
vants betook themselves to their beds, and the 
angel of sleep waved his downy wings over 
the old chateau. The genius of Blassemare 
was of that electric sort which is not easily 
unexcited. He could no more have slept than 
he could have transformed himself into one of 
the stone Tritons of the fountain by which in 
the moonlight he now stood alone. Blasse- 
mare had had a magnificent triumph ; so well- 
contrived an entertainment had never, perhaps, 
been known before; and, like certain great 
geeerale, he felt desircus to visit the field of 

is victory after the heat of action was over. 

Monsieur Le Prun was also wide awake and 
astir from other causes. No vein of Blasse- 
mare’s excitement—not even jealousy, nor 
conscience, nor any mental malady—kept him 
waking. The cause of his vigilance was, 
simply, his late supper and an indigestion. 

ow it happened that both these worthies 
were walking unconsciously almost side by 
side—Le Prun along the summit, and Blasse- 
mare along the base, of the beautiful terrace 
which stretched in front of the windows of the 
chateau. 

There was a little receding court which la 
in front of Madame Le Prun’s windows, whic 
were furnished with a heavy stone balcony. 
On the side opposite was a high wall, which 
divided the pleasure-grounds from the wild, 
wooded park that lay immediately beyond, and 
in this was a door with a private key and a 
spring lock. 

Now it happened that both Monsieur Le 
Prun and the Sieur de Blassemare, as they 
approached this point, amid the fumes of ex- 
piring lamps and the wreck of fireworks, heard 
certain sounds of an unexpected sort. These 
were, in fact, human voices, ey Ag in 
earnest but suppressed tones—so low, indeed, 
that were it not for the breathless stillness of 
the night they would have been unheard. 

“ Sacre !” muttered Le Prun, looking up like 
a toothless old panther. 

“Ma foi! what’s this?” whispered Blasse- 
mare, whose jealousy was also alarmed. 

The sounds continued—the eavesdroppers 
quickened their paces. Le Prun was, however, 
unfortunately a little asthmatic, as sometimes 
happens to bridegrooms of a certain age, and, 
spite of all his efforts to hold it in, he could 
not contain a burst of coughing. 





Its effect was magical. There supervened 
an instantaneous silence, followed by the dro 
ping of a heavy body upon the ground, as 
seemed, under Madame Le Prun’s windows. 
The descent was, however, unfortunately made; 
a dog, evidently hurt, raised a frightful yelping, 
making the night additionally hideous. Blasse- 
mare hurried up the steps, and at the top en- 
countered Le Prun, running and panting, with 
his sword drawn. There was a sound, as of 
hastily closing the casement above the baleony 
—a light gleamed from it for an instant, and 
was extinguished—and, at the same moment, 
they beheld the dim re of a man hurrying 
across the court, and ing through the o 
posite door, which shut with a crash behind him. 

“ Thieves ! robbers!” shouted Le Prun, dash- 
ing at the door. 

“Robbers! thieves!” cried a shrill voice of 
alarm from Madame Le Prun’s casement. 

“ Horns! antlers!” halloed Blassemare. 

“ Robbers! robbers !” 

“ Thieves! thieves !” 

The lady screamed, Le Prun bawled, Blasse- 
mare laughed. 

“He is gone, however,” said the latter, as 
soon as the explosion had a little subsided. 
“Suppose we get the key, madame. Please 
throw us yours from the window. I promise 
to pink the burglar through the body. Quick 
—quick !” 

“ Ay, ay,” thundered Le Prun, “the key! 
the key!” 

Madame Le Prun was too much excited to 
get it in an instant. She ran here, and flew 
there—she screamed andrummaged. Le Prun 
stormed. A key was at last thrown out, amid 
prayers and imprecations. How provoking! 
—it wasa wrong one. Another effort —a new 
burst of execration from Le Prun—another fit 
of laughter from Blassemare—more screaming 
and pressing from the window—and all accom- 
a9 by the sustained yelping of the injured 

O) 


ig. 
“Here it is—this must be it,” and another 
key clangs and jingles on the ground. 
“Yes, this time it is the right key.” The 
door flies open——Le Prun rushes puffing among 
the bushes. Blassemare sees something drop 


glittering to the ground as the door opens— 
a button and a little rag of velvet; he sa 
nothing, but pockets it, and joins the mocgligns 
chase. 


It is all in vain. Le Prun, perspiring and 
purple, his passion as swollen as his veins, 
knowing not what to think, but fearing every 
thing, staggered back, silent and exhausted; 
Blassemare also silent—no longer laughing— 
abstracted, walks with knit brows, and com- 
pressed lips, beside him. 

“ Of course,” said Blassemare, “ you have the 
fullest reliance upon the honor of your wife ?” 

Monsieur Le Prun growled an inarticulate 
curse or two, and Blassemare whistled a min- 
uet. 

“Come, my dear Le Prun,” he resumed, 
“let us be frank; you are uneasy.” 
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“ About what ?” 

. —e Le ee 

“ She is not injured 

“No, but ——” 

“Ah, she’s in league with the thieves, may 
be?” said Le Prun, with an agitated sneer. 

“Precisely so,” answered Blassemare, with 
a cold laugh. 

“T know what you think, and I know what 
Ithink,” replied Le Prun, with —— fury. 

His suspicions were all awake; he was 

with rage, and looked truly infernal. 

“On the faith of a gentleman,” said Blasse- 
mare, with a changed tone, “I cannot be said 
to think any thing about the affair. Ihave my 
doubts, but that is all. We men are naturally 
suspicious ; but, after all, there are such things 
as thieves and housebreakers.” 

Le Prun said nothing, but looked black and 
icy as the north wind. 

“ At all events,” said Blassemare, “we men 
of the world know how to deal with affairs of 
this sort; so long as any uncertainty exists, 
put ostensibly the best possible construction 
upon it. Thus much is due to one’s dignity 
in the eyes of the public; and in private we 
may prosecute inquiries unsuspected, and with 
the ter likelihood of success.” 

“TI know the world as well as you, Blasse- 
mare. I'm sick of your tone of superiority and 
advice. I know when to respect and when to 
defy the world. A man can no more make a 
fortune without tact than he can lose one with- 
out folly.” 

“Well, well,” said Blassemare, who was 
used to an occasional rebuff, and regarded a 
_ word from his principal no more than he 

id the buzz of a beetle, “I know all that very 
well; but you, robust fellows, with millions at 
your back, are less likely to respect those sub- 
tle and delicate influences which sometimes, 
notwithstanding, carry mischief with them, than 
we poor, sensitive valetudinarians, without a 
guinea in our pockets ; and if you will permit 
me, I will, when I return to-day, sift the matter 
for > I understand woman ; it is an art in 
itself, though not, perhaps, a very high one. A 
careless conversation with Siaheen = Le Prun 
will let me further into the mystery, than a 

ear spent in accumulating circumstantial evi- 
lence. You may rely on the result.” 

The fermier-general uttered something be- 
tweea a growl and a grunt, which might or 
might not convey assent ; and, waving Blasse- 
mare towards the house, walked along the ter- 
race alone; and sat himself down upon the 
me at the further end. 

e mental torpor which supervenes under 
sudden disasters was not, in the case of the 
fermier-general, without its dreamy groups of 
ugly images in prospect. As the light broke, 

d the darkness began to melt eastward into 
soft crimson mists and streaks of amber, Mon- 
sieur Le Prun rose stiffly from his hard, cold 
seat, and, with the slow step of a man irreso- 
lute and oppressed with profound wrath and 
mortification, began to return homeward. 





“ Robbers !—thieves !” he muttered bitterly. 
“How glibly the traitress echoed the cry! 
The rascal Blassemare gave the true alarm— 
she did not echo that. —— her,and d—— 
him! Robbers, indeed! Thieves !—very like. 
I know what they came a thieving for. Upon 
her baleony—talking in murmurs—the candle 
extinguished in such a devil of a hurry—the 
ready ery of ‘ Thieves ’—the spring door open 
for his fght—and the long delay to find the 
key. ! what proofs are wanting ?” 

He heard just at this point a cracked voice 

inging a gay love verse from an open win- 
dow. He knew the voice; every association 
connected with the performance and the per- 
former jarred upon his nerves. ° 

It was indeed the Visconte de Charrebourg, 
some of whose early gayety had returned wii 
his good fortune. He had, such was the pride 
of his rich son-in-law, a little household of his 
own, and kept his state and his own exorbi- 
tantly early hours in a suite of rooms assigned 
him, through one of whose windows, arrayed 
in a velvet cap and — of brocade, he was 
rivalling the lark and greeting the rising sun, 
and, while sipping his chocolate in the inter- 
vals, moved, with the nimble irregularity of 
idle and active-minded age, about his apart- 
ment. 

“Well, sir, a pleasant affair this!” cried a 
harsh voice, interrupting his cheery occupation ; 
and on looking sound ‘he saw the purple and 
sinister face of the fermier-general looming 
through the window. 

“ t affair?” asked the visconte, in un- 
feigned astonishment, for he had been quite 
certain that his worthy son-in-law was quietly 
in his bed. 

“ Your daughter’s conduct.” 

“ What of her?” 

“Just this—she is a ——!” and, with the 
term of outrage, Le Prun uttered a forced 
laugh of fury. 

“T cannot have heard you aright: be kind 
enough to repeat that.” 

There was a certain air of pomp and menace 
in this little speech, which drove Le Prun be- 
yond all patience. He repeated the imputation 
in lan e still grosser. This was an insult 
which the ancient blood of the Charrebourgs 
could not tolerate, and the visconte taunted 
him with the honor which one of his house 
had done him in mingling their pure blood 
with that of a “roturier.” Then came the 
obvious retort, “ beggar,” and even “ trickster,” 
retaliated by a torrent of scarcely articulate 
scorn and execration, and an appeal to the 
sword, which, with brutal contempt, (while at 
the same time, nevertheless, he recoiled instine- 
tively a foot or two from the window,) the 
wealthy plebeian retorted by threatening to 
arrest hirn for the sums he had advanced. Le 
Prun had the best of it; he left the outraged 
visconte quivering and shrieking like an old 
woman in a frenzy. It was some comfort to 
have wrapt another in the hell-fire that tor- 
mented himself. ‘ 
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(From the Examiner.] 
MAZZINI ON ITALY. 

Ww. may—we do differ from Mazzini in 
many of his political views, and in our 
estimate of what may be the wisest policy for 
Italian liberals in existing circumstances. We 
think that he seeks to impart to politics a 
mathematical precision of which they are not 
susceptible, and does not sufficiently regard a 
principle the correctness of which has been 
admitted by himself, that the fact of a thing 
being true in principle cannot give the right of 
suddenly enthroning it in practice. But his 
errors are all on the large and generous side. 
He is too apt to attribute to society the precise 
convictions and spirit he feels within himself. 
and so to expect impossibilities, by impossible 
means. But there is a power of reasoning in 
Mazzini, an unsullied moral purity, a chivalrous 
veracity and frankness, an utter abnegation of 
self, and a courage that has stood the severest 
trials, which command not only respect bu‘ 
veneration. He belongs to the martyr age of 
Italian liberalism, and possesses himself the 

a) qualities of the meee 
is declared object in publishing the small 
volume* before us is to correct public opinion 
in England as to the Italian movement in 
which he took part. But it is a statement of 
rinciples rather than a narrative of details. 
t is always dignified in tone, often singularly 
eloquent, and substantially it contains little 
which would be likely to draw forth an ex- 


pression of willing disagreement from any well- 
educated, high-minded, liberal Englishman. 
Mr. Mazzini thus declares his reasons 


WHY THE GOVERNMENT SHOULD BE REPUBLICAN. 
The Italian tradition is eminently republican. 
In ae, the aristocratic element has a power- 
ful influence, because it has a history: well or ill, 
it has organized society: it has created a power, 
snatched from royalty, by conquering a Pope 
for the rights of the subject; it has founded in part 
the wealth and the influence of England abroad. 
The monarchical element has still great influence 
over the tendencies of France, because it also 
claims an important page in the national history ; 
it has produced a Charlemagne, a Louis XI, a 
Napoleon; it has contributed to found the unity 
of ce; it has shared with the communes the 
risks and the honors of the struggle against feudal- 
iam; it has surrounded the national banner with a 
halo of military glory. What is the history of the 
monarchy and of the aristocracy of Italy? What 
minent part have they played in the national 
- cr mall What vital element have they 
supplied to Italian strength, or to the unification 
of the future existence of Italy? The history of 
our royalty in fact commences with the dominion 
of Charles V., with the downfall of our liberties ; 
it is identified with servitude and dismember- 
ment; it is written on a foreign page, in the 

cabinets of France, of Austria, and of Spai 
Nearly all of them the issue of foreign families, 
viceroys of one or other of the great powers, our 
kings do not offer the example of a single indivi- 
* Royalty and Republicanism in Italy; or Notes and 
Documents relating to the Lombard Insurrection, and to the 
Royal War of 1845. By Joseph Mazzini. Charles Gilpin. 
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vies of ecbalbiae: ta ott te sual: dha 
demned him; not a single one who has ever evine- 
ed any grand national aspiration. Around them 
in the obscurity of their courts, gather idle or re- | 
trograde courtiers, men who call themselves noble, ' 
but who have never been able to constitute an 
neg An aristocracy is a compact inde- 
lent body, re ting in itself an idea, and 

m one extremity of the country to another, 
governed, more or less, by one and the same in- 
spiration: our nobles have lived upon the crumbs 
of royal favor, and if on some rare occasions 
have ventured to place themselves in opposition 
to the monarch, it has not been in the cause of the 
nation, but of the foreigner, or of clerical absolut- 
ism. The nobility can never be regarded as an 
historical element: it has furnished some fortunate 
Condottieri, powerful even to tyranny, in some 
isolated town; it has — at the feet of the 
foreign emperors who have passed the Alps or 
crossed the sea. The original stock being nab wi 
everywhere extinct, the races have become degen- 
erated amidst corruption and ignorance. The 
descendants of our noble families at Genoa, at 
Naples, at Venice, and at Rome, are, for the most 
part specimens of absolute intellectual nullity, 
Almost every thing that has worked its difficult 
re in art, in liierature, or in political activity, is 
Pia Tealy th progress 

n Italy the initiative of has alwa: 
belonged “ the people, to the democratic dont 
It is through her communes that she has acquired 
all she has ever had of liberty: through her work- 
men in wool or silk, through her merchants of 
Genoa, Florence, Venice, and Pisa, that she has 

uired her wealth; through her artists, plebeian 
and republican, from Giotto to Michael Angelo, 
that she has acquired her renown; through her 
navigators,—plebeian,—that she has given a world 
to humanity; through her Po ms of the 
people even they—that until the twelfth century 
she aided in the emancipation of the weak, and 
sent forth a word of unity to humanity. All her 
memories of insurrection against the foreigner are 
memories of the people: all that has made the 
greatness of our towns, dates almost always froma 
republican epoch: the educational book, the only 
book read by the inhabitant of the Alps or the 
Transteverin who can read, is an abridgment of 
the history of the Ancient Roman Republic. This 
is the reason why the same men who have so long 
been accused of coldness, and who had in fact 
witnessed with indifference the aristocratic and 
royal revolutions of 1820 and 1821, arose with 
enthusiasm and with a true power of self-sacrifice 
at the cry of St. Mark and the Republic, God and 
the People! These words contained for them a 

tee. They awoke in them, even uncon- 
sciously to themselves, the all-powerful echo of a 
living past, a confused recollection of glory, of 
strength, of conscience, and of dignity. 

With such elements how would it be possible 
to found a monarchy surrounded with an aristo- 
cracy? How can one of a balance of 
powers, where there are but two forces—foreign 
How could one 
organize a constitutional monarchy where the 

i is without a past, and where royalty 
inspires neither affection nor ’ 

t will surprise many candid readers to find 
Mr. Mazzini repeatedly declaring in this book 








THE INTERNATIONAL MAGAZINE. 





that the republican, or, as he calls it, the 
national , are not responsible for the dis- 
seem ae at a time iy the pre Niet 
was inst the foreigners ight 
have driven am from the country, turned its 
forces aguinst its own citizens. He gives 
proof that his own advice was for union till 
the day of victory, and not till then for discus- 
sion as to what party should reap its fruits. 
Whether to monarch, or to people, he affirms 
that he was ready to submit; he asserts re- 
— that it was only after having been 
trayed that the national party set up for 
themselves; and he expresses his belief that 
even now, when a union of princes has been 
seen to be impossible, the leadership of a 
single prince would be accepted by all, sup- 
posing such a fitting leader could be found. 
e thus describes 


THE REPUBLICAN PARTY AND THEIR DETRACTORS. 

They have said, and they say again, without 
taking advantage of the emai position in 
which events have placed them :—Let the nation 
arise; let her make herself mistress of her own 
ea he then, the victory once gained, let her 
freely decide who shall reap the fruits. Monarch 
or People, we will submit ourselves to the power 
she herself shall organize. Is it possible that so 
moderate and rational a proposition should be the 
object of such false interpretations, in a country 
which reveres the idea of right and of self-govern- 
ment? Is it possible that its leaders should be 
the object of so much calumny ¢ 

It is time that these calumnies should cease. 
It matters little to us, who act as our conscience 
dictates, without troubling ourselves as to the 
— result; and to whom faith and exile 

ve given the habit of looking higher than the 
praise or blame of this earth. But it should be 
recognized as most important by all who believe 
that political questions agitated by whole nations, 
are osm eminently religious. For religion, 
to all those who see more in it the mere 
materialism of forms and formule, is not onl 
a thought of heaven, but the impulse which seeks 
to apply that thought, as far as possible to govern- 


ment on earth, our rule of action for the good of | 


all, and for the moral development of humanity. 
Politics then are like religion—sacred; and all 
good men are bound to see them morally respect- 
ed. Every = has a right to serious, calm, 
and honest discussion. Calumny should be the 
weapon of those only who have to defend not 
ideas, but crimes. 

It is immoral to say to men who have preached 
clemency throughout the whole of their political 
career, who have initiated their rule by the aboli- 
tion of capital punishment, who, when in power, 
never signed a single sentence of exile against those 
who had persecuted them, nor even against the 
known enemies of their principles—* You are the 
sanguinary izers of terror, men of vengeance 
and of cruelty.” It is immoral to ascribe to them 
views which they never had, and to choose to 
forget that they bave, through the medium of the 

here and elsewhere, attracted and refuted 
tines communistic systems and exclusive solutions 
which tend to suppress rather than to transform 
the elements of society ; and to say to them, “You 
are communists, you desire to abolish property.” 


It it immoral to accuse of 
men who have devoted their whole lives to 
endeavor to reconcile the religious idea, 
and disinherited by the very men who 
be its official defenders, with the National move- 
ment. It is immoral to insinuate accusations of 
interest and of pi inst men who 
we serenely endured the sufferings of poverty, 
and whose life, accessible to all, has never betray- 
ed either cupidity or the desire of luxury. It is 
immoral continually to proclaim, as the act of a 
whole party, the death of a statesman killed by 
an unknown hand, under the influence of the irrita- 
tion produced by his own acts and by the attacks 
of another political party, many months before 
the Republican party recommenced its activity. 
Mr. Mazzini charges no direct treachery 
against Carlo Alberto. He declares him to 
have been himself the victim of the weakness 
which caused others as well as himself so 
much loss and misery. For the impossible 
political project of a Kingdom of the North he 
was content to surrender the d reality of 
a United People which fate placed within 


his hands. 
CHARLES ALBERT. 

Genius, love, and faith were wanting in Charles 
Albert. Of the first, which reveals itself by a life 
entirely, logically, and resolutely devoted to a 
great idea, the career of Charles Albert does not 
| offer the least trace; the second was stifled in him 

by the continual mistrust of men and things, which 
was awakened by the remembrance of an unhappy 
| past; the last was denied him by his uncertain 
character, wavering always between good and 
evil, between to do and not to do, between i 
and not daring. In his youth, a thought, not of 
| virtue, but of Italian ambition—the ambition how- 
ever which may be profitable to nations—had 
passed through his soul like lightning; but he 
recoiled in affright, and the remembrance of this 
one brilliant moment of his youth presented itself 
hourly to him, and tortured him like the incessant 
throbbing of an old wound, instead of acting upon 
| him as an excitement to a new life. Between the 
risk of losing, if he failed, the crown of his little 
kingdom, and the fear of the liberty which the 
eople, after having fought for him, would claim 
‘or themselves, he went hesitating on, with this 
spectre before his eyes, vo wey | at every step, 
without energy to confront these dangers, without 
the will or power to comprehend that to become 
King of Italy, he must first of all forget that he 
was King of Piedmont. Despotic from rooted in- 
stinct, liberal from self-love, and from a presenti- 
ment of the future, he submitted alternately to 
the government of Jesuits, and to that of men of 
progress. A fatal disunion between thought and 
| action, between the conception and the faculty of 
| execution, showed itself in every act. Most of 
those who endeavored to place him at the head of 
the enterprise, were forced to agree to this view 
of his character. Some of those intimate with 
him went so far as to whisper that he was threat- 
ened with lunacy. He was the Hamlet of Mo- 
narchy. 

A characteristic passage of the volume has 
relation to 

LAMARTINE’S VIEWS OF ITALIAN INDEPENDENCE. 

The war between the two principles was general 
in Europe—thg enthusiasm excited by the moye- 


ireligion and impiety 
to 

















ments in Italy, especially 

and the igi the five days, was immense ; 

and Italy could, had she willed it and known how, 

have drawn thence sufficient force to counterbal- 

ance all the strength of hostile reaction. But to 

do this, it was necessary, whatever the mean 
icy of the Moderates might fear, to give to the 


movement a character so audaciously national as to | i 


alarm our enemies, and to offer the most powerful 
element of support to our friends. Both felt the 
time was ripe, and began to believe that Italy 
would be but Jtaly, and not the Kingdom of the 
North. I remember the consoling words Lamar- 
tine addressed to me, at his house, on the eve of 
my departure for Italy, and in presence, amongst 
pan of Alfred de Vigny, and of the same Forbin 
Janson whom I was afterwards to meet preaching 
the papal restoration, and getting up various petty 
conspiracies and ridiculous intrigues at Rome. 

“The hour has struck for you,” said the minister, 
“and I am so firmly convinced of it, that the first 
words with which I have charged Monsieur d’Har- 
court for the Pope are these; Holy Father, you 
know that you ought to be the President of the 
Italian Republic.” But Monsieur d’Harcourt had 
quite other things to say to the Pope, on the part 
of that faction which involved Lamartine in its 
snares whilst he imagined that he could control 
it. For myself I attached no importance, except 
as a + fre to these words of Lamartine, a 
man of impulse and of noble instincts, but unstable 
in belief, without energy for a fixed p and 
without real knowledge of men and things. He 
was indeed the echo of a tendency all-powerful, 
in those moments of excitement, upon the French 
mind; and every re-awakening nationality, every 
political programme, which, if not absolutely re- 
publican, was like that, at least, of the Italian con- 
stituent, would have compelled the support of the 
most hesitating government in France. 

From great things great things are born. The 
dwarfish conception of the Moderates froze nw all 
souls, and imposed an utter change of politics 
upon France. The Iratian Peopte was an 
more than sufficiently powerful to preserve the 
Republic from all danger of a foreign war; a 
Ki of the North, in the hands of princes 
little to be relied u and hostile, by long tradi- 
tion, to the Republicans of France, did but add a 
dangerous element to the league of kings. The 
French nation became silent, and left its govern- 
ment free to exist without any foreign policy, and 
to leave the destinies of the republic to the im- 
penetrable future. 

The incidents described in most detail are 
those immediately preceding and following 
the fatal surrender of Milan; and it is impos- 
sible not to be struck by the contrast of the 
royal and the republican party, assuming the 
statement to be in all ge correct. ' But 
passing this ignominious period, there ought 
to be small difference of opinion in a free and 
educated mea on ee to where the right lay in 
the subsequent Roman struggle. at sensi- 
ble or honest Protestant would not sympathize 
with the indignant eloquence of this earnest 
Italian protesting against the flimsy oratory of 
a Jesuit Frenchman ? 

' MAZZINI TO yorbenenstgr ve a 

“You base your argument wu void; you 
dldoone ‘hat ‘Which was, not that ‘which ia.’ The 





not itself believe; dead, because it has denied 
human liberty and the dignity of our immortal souls; 
dead, because it has condemned science in Galileo, 

i in Giordano Bruno, religious aspiration 


wife ; dead, for the a by the treaty of West- 
phalia; dead, for the peoples, with Gregory XL, 
in 1878, and with the commencement of the 
schism ; dead, for Italy, since 1530, when Clement 
VIL. and Charles V., the Pope and the Emperor, 
signed an infamous compact, and extinguished, at 
Florence, the dying liberties of Italy, as to-day 
you have attem to extinguish her rising liber- 
ties in Rome ; dona; bosanti the people has risen, 
because Pius IX. has fled, because the multitude 
curses him, because those very men who for fifteen 
years have made war upon the priests, in the name 
of Voltaire, now hypocritically defend them, be- 
cause you and a defend them, with intolerance 
and by force of arms, and declare that the Pa 
and liberty cannot live side by side? You 
Victor Hugo to point out to you an idea which has 
been worshipped for eighteen centuries. It is that 
idea which you have declared irreconcilable with 
the Pa , and which was breathed into humani- 
y by God: the idea which has withdrawn from 
latholicism the half of the Christian world, the 
idea which has snatched from you Lammennais 


ally | and the flower of the intellects of Europe, the idea 


of Christ, that tae holy, and sacred liberty which 
a invoked for Poland some years back, which 

taly invokes for herself to-day, under the form, 
and with the guarantee of nationality, and which 
you cannot pretend to be good for one country 
and bad for another, unless you believe it a part 
of religion to creat a pariah people in the bosom 
of humanity.” 

Very admirably, too, and nobly written, are 
Mr. Mazzini’s later remarks on the republican 
and anti-papal administration of Rome, and the 
coldness it met with in England and elsewhere. 
We must admit that it is hard for a people 
to straggle, suffer, and bleed alone, yet hold 
themselves in this temperate attitude. It is 
not generous, as Mr. Mazzini too truly com- 
plains, in a nation having the enjoyment and 
the consciousness of liberiy herself, to wait 
until the hour of victory has sounded for an- 
other nation before she stretches out a sister’s 
hand towards her. 


WHAT THE REPUBLICANS DID AND ENGLAND MIGHT 
HAVE DONE. 

I affirm that with the exception of Ancona, 
where the triumvirate were obliged energetically to 
repress certain criminal acts of political vei 
the republican cause was never sullied by the 
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which reigned amongst all the elements of the sta 
rendered useless. I affirm that, except in the case 
of three or four priests, who had been guilty of 
ing upon our combatants, and who were killed 
people during the last days of the siege, 
a single act of personal violence was commit- 
by any fraction of the population against an- 
other, and that if ever there was a city presenting 
a 


Rome ; the prisons are 
been arrested and detained without trial; 
priests are confined in the castle of St. Angelo, 
whose only crime consists in their having lent their 
services in our hospitals; the citizens, the best 
known for their aalention, are exiled; the army 
is almost entirely dissolved, the city disarmed, and 
the “factious” sent away even to the last man; 
and yet France dares not consult in 1 manner 
the will of the fy ape but re-establishes the 
papal authority by military decree. I do not 
ve that since the dismemberment of Poland 
there has been committed a more atrocious in- 
justice, a more gross violation of the eternal right 
which God has implanted in the peoples, that of 
precaing and defining for themselves their own 
le, and governing themselves in accordance with 
their own appreciation of it. And I cannot believe 
that it is well for you or for Europe that such 
ings can be accomplished in the eyes of the 
world, without one nation arising out of its im- 
mobility to protest in the name of universal justice. 
This is to enthrone brute force, where, by the 
power of reason, God alone should reign; it is to 
substitute the sword and poniard for law—to de- 
cree a ferocious war without limit of time or means 
between —- rendered suspicious by their 
fears, and the oppressed abandoned to the instincts 
of reaction and isolation. Let Europe ponder upon 
these things. For if the light of human mw 
becomes but a little more obscured, in that dark- 
ness there will arise a strife that will make those 
who come after us shudder with dread. 

The balance of power in Europe is destroyed. 
It consisted formerly in the support given to the 
smaller states by the great powers: now they are 
abandoned. France in Italy, Russia in Hungary, 
Prussia in Germany, a little later perhaps in 
Switzerland: these are now the masters of the 
continent. England is thus made a nullity; the 
“celsa sedet in Eolus in arce,” which Canning de- 
lighted to quote, to express the moderating function 
which he wished to reserve for his country, is now 
a meaningless phrase. Let not your preachers of 
the theory of material interests, your s tors 
upon extended markets deceive themselves; there 
is history to teach them that political influence and 
commercial influence are closely bound together. 
Political sympathies hold the key of the markets ; 
the tariff of the Roman Republic will appear to you, 


fifty | right, tended rapidly to 





if study it, to be a declaration of sympathy 
pe as ir i did 


And yet, above the question of right, above the 
question of political interest, both of which were 
of a nature to excite early the attention of land, 
there is, as I have said, another quostich ele 
agitated at Rome of a very different kind of im- 
portance, and which ought to have aroused all 
those who believe in the vital principle of religious 
reformation—it is that of liberty of conscience, 
The religious question which broods at the root of 
all political questions showed itself there great and 
visible in all its Euro importance. e Po; 
at Gaeta was the theory of absolute infallible 
authority exiled from Rome for ever; and exiled 
from Rome was to be exiled from the world. The 
abolition of the temporal power evidently drew 
with it, in the minds of all those who understood 
the secret of the papal authority, the emancipation 
of men’s minds from the spiritual authority. The 
hay of liberty and of free consent, elevated 

the Constituent Assembly into a living active 

estroy the absolutist 
dogma which from Rome aims more than ever to 
in the universe. The high aristocracy of the 
Roman Catholic clergy well know the impossibili- 
ty of regres I the soul in darkness, in the midst 
of light inundating the intelligence of men; for 
this reason they carried off their Pope to Gaeta; 
for this reason they now refuse all yo 
They know that any compromise would be fatal 
to them; that they must re-enter as conquerors, or 
not at all. And in the same way that the aristo- 
cracy of the clergy felt this inseparability of the 
two powers, the French government, in its present 
reactionary march, has felt that the keystone of 
despotism is at Rome—that the ruin of the spir- 
itual authority of the middle ages would be the 
ruin of its own projects—and that the only method 
of securing to it a few more years of existence was 
to rebuild for it a temporal domination. 

England has understood nothing of this. She 
has not understood what there was of sublime and 

rophetic in this of emancipation, in this pro- 
Peetion in favor of human liberty, issuing Sons 
the very heart of ancient Rome, in the face of the 
Vatican. She has not felt that the struggle in 
Rome was to cut the Gordian knot of moral servi- 
tude against which she has long and vainly oppos- 
ed her Bible Societies, her Christian and Evangeli- 
cal Alliances; and that there was being opened, 
had she but extended a sisterly hand to the move- 
ment, a mighty pathway for the human mind. She 
has not understood that one bold word, “respect 
for the liberty of thought,” ress to the hypo- 
critical language of the French government, would 
have been sufficient to have inaugurated the era 
of a new religious policy, and to have conquered for 
herself a decisive ascendency upon the continent. 


The writer of such passages as these may 
nevertheless be of good heart. Though we 
may not think him exactly qualified to conduct 
to a successful issue practical political move- 
ments in the existing state of Italian society, 
we think him qualified for something far 
higher and nobler. Like Knox and Wicliffe, 
Huss and Luther, Mr. Mazzini is no maker 
of ephemeral arrangements and compromises ; 
but like them he is the uncompromising 
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asserter of principles, and the creator of a 
de ane padi pendant oabae ng ve law 
to. the makers 0 arrangements. 
to. the yet weak and timid condition of public 
pm in Italy—looking to the narrow provin- 
views which still og general society— 
above all, looking to the limited power of its 
sowie and prelates, and to the imbecile and 
oralized characters of its Pio Nonos and 
Antonellis, we must confess that we see no 
hope of any immediate political settlement, the 
attainment of which need make it worth while 
for Mr. Mazzini to compromise or abandon for 
a moment his most extreme political opinions. 
Nothing is to be accomplished at present; and 
he is therefore more usefully employed in rally- 
ing his party by fervent reiteration of his prin- 
ciples, and in forming a pure and elevated public 
sentiment alike by his precepts and his example. 
How masterly is this sketch of the career of 


PIO NONO. 
A Pope arose, by his tendencies, his progressive 
instincts and his love of popularity, an exception 
to the Popes of later times: to whom Providence, 
as if to teach mankind the absolute powerlessness 
. Of the institution, opened, in the love and in the 
illusions of the people, the path to a new life. So 
great is the fascination exercised by great memo- 
ries—so great is the power of ancient customs—so 
feverish, in these multitudes who are said to be 
agitated by the breath of anarchy, is the desire 
for authority as the guide and sanction of their 
progress, that a word of pardon and tolerance from 
the Pope’s lips sufficed to gather round him, in an 
enthusiasm and intoxication of affection, friends 
and enemies, believers and unbelievers, the igno- 
rant and the men of thought. One long cry, the 
cry of millions ready to make themselves 
or conquerors at his nod, saluted him as their father 
and benefactor, the regenerator of the Catholic faith 
and of humanity. The experience of three 
and the inexorable logic of ideas, were at once for- 
—: writers, pra by their intellect and 
loctrines, until then dreaded as adversaries, em- 
ployed themselves in founding around that One 
man systems destined to prepare for him the way 
to a eplendid initiative, The many advocates of 
Morty of conscience, w of the spectacle of 
y revealed by the Protestant sects, remain- 
ed in doubt. The few believers in the future 
church remained silent and thoughtful. It might 
be that history had decided too rashly, it might be 
amongst the secrets of Providence that an institu- 
tion, which had for ten centuries at least given life 
and movement to Europe, should rise again, recon- 
with the life and movement of humanity, 
from its own tomb. The minds of the whole civil- 
ized world hung, troubled and excited, upon the 
word which was to issue from the Vatican. 

And where now is Pius IX ? 

In the camp of the enemy : irrevocably disjoin- 

‘ed from the progressive destinies of humanity ; 
irrevocabl okie to the desires, to the aspira- 
tions which agitate his people and the people of 
believers. The me td is complete. z The 
abyss between Papacy and the world is hollowed 
out. No earthly power can fill it up. 

Impelled by the impulses of his heart to seek 
for popularity and affection, but drawn on by the 
all-powerful logic of the principle that he repre- 
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sents, to the severity of absolute di ‘ 
seduced the universal movement of men’s 
minds, by livi ples in other countries, by 
pode dirty win. bravest omer 
sacred words of progress, of a free brother- 
hood, but incapable of making hi _— inter- 
reter ; fearful of the consequences, and trembli 
ike one who feels himself insecure, lest he nail 
see the people, raised to a new consciousness of its 
own faculties and of its own rights, question the 
authority of the pontificate—Pius vacillated 
contemptibly between the two paths ted to 
him, muttered words of emancipation, which he 
neither knew how nor intended to make good, and ‘ 
promises of country and independence to re | 
which his followers betrayed by conspiring wi 
Austria. Then, struck wi pal: Ay terror, he fled 
before the multitudes who cried aloud to him 
courage ; he sheltered himself under the protec- 
tion of a Prince whom he despised—the execu- 
tioner of his subjects; he imbibed his tendencies, 
and in order to revenge himself for the quiet with 
which Rome, provoked in vain to a civil war, was 
organizing a new government, he solicited forei 
aid; and he who had, from a horror of bloodshed, 
shortly before endeavored to withdraw Roman 
assistance from the Lombard struggle, agreed that 
French, Austrian, Neapolitan, and Spanish bayonets 
should rebuild his throne. He now wanders amidst 
the fallacies of secret protocols, the servant of his 
protectors, the servant of all except of duty and 
of the wish of those who hoped in him, turning to 
the frontiers of Rome and yet not expecting to re- 
enter there, and as if kept back by the phantoms 
of the slain. The Louis XVI. of Papacy, he has 
destroyed it for ever. The cannon ball of his allies 
discharged against the Vatican, gave the last blow 
to the institution. 
Whilst these things were happening, a Prince 

was pursuing in the north of our peninsula a 
similar course, accompanied by the same hopes, 


by the same illusions and delusions of the people. 
e 


was saluted by the title of the port A Ttaly. 
The choicest spirits from all parts pointed out to 
him Austria and the Alps, and suspended, in 
order to make the last trial of monarchy, the pro- 
ism of their most cherished ideas. He was 
led by the encouragement of all Europe, and 
‘ollowed by a numerous and valiant army. Where 
died Charles Albert? 

Thus has Providence shown to our people, de- 
sirous of the right, but lukewarm in faith and too 
credulous in the illusions of the old world, the pow- 
erlessness of monarchy to insure the safety of teat , 
and the irreconcilability of papacy with the free 
progress of humanity. The dualism of the middle 
ages is henceforward a mere form without life or 
soul; the Guelph and Ghibelline insignia are now 
those of the tomb. Neither Pope, nor King! 
God and the people only shall henceforth disclose 
to us the regions of the future. 

Future times—nay the present will do ample 
justice to Mazzini, as well as to Pio Nono. In 
the first will be frankly recognized one of 
those iron men who are able to beard tyranny 
and profligacy even while they stand alone, the 
apostles of reformation, the originators and 
heralds of after change. In the other—but the 
words just quoted anticipate, as it seems to us, 
and in no ungenerous spirit, the verdict and 


language of history. 
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{From the Keepsake for 1851.) 
THE MOTHER’S LAST SONG. 
BY BARRY CORNWALL. 
No thoon's A ar no star is glowi : 
Fo the land whers you and 1 are going 
We are ak afar, sre 


Beyond moon or star, — 
To the land where the sinless angels are ! 


I lost my heart to your heartless sire ; 
: OT was x f fire ;) 


melted away by his looks o: 


Borgo my God, and my father’s ire, 
All for the sake of a man’s desire :— 
But now we’ll go 


Where the waters flow, 
And make us a bed where none shall know. 


The world is cruel ; the world’s untrue; 
Our foes are many ; our friends are few: 
No work, no bread, however we sue ! 

is there left for us to do— 





{From the Ladies’ Companion.] 
A DRIVE ABOUT MY NEIGHBORHOOD 
IN 1850. 
BY MARY RUSSEL MITFORD. 

IT there be one thing more than another in 
the nice balance of tastes and prejudices 
(for I do not speak here of principles) which 
incline us now to the elegance of Charles, now 
to the strength of Cromwell,—which disgust us 
alternately with the license of the Cavaliers 
and the fanaticism of the Roundheads; it would 
be the melancholy ruin of cast-down castles 
and plundered shrines, that meet our eyes all 
over our fair land, and nowhere in greater pro- 
fusion than in this district, lying as it does in 
the very midst of some of the most celebrated 
battles of the Civil Wars. To say nothing of 
the siege of Reading, which more even, than 
the vandalism of the Reformation completed 
the destruction of that noble abbey, the third 
in rank and size in England, with its magnifi- 
‘cent church, its cloisters, and its halls, covering 
thirty acres of buildings,—and such buildings! 
within the outer courts;—to say nothing of 
that most reckless or just at our door— 
we in our little village of Aberleigh lie between 
Basting-House to the south, whose desperately 
defended walls offer little more now than a 
mere site,—and Donnington to the west, where 
the ruined Gatehouse upon the hill alone re- 
mains of that strong fortress, which overlook- 
ed the well seutestol field of Newbury,—and 
Chalgrove to the north, where the reaper, as 
he binds his sheaf, still pauses to tell you the 
very place where Hampden fell; every spot 
has a history! Look at a wooden spire, and 
your companion shakes his head, and says that 
it has been so ever since the Cavaliers were 
blown up in the church tower! Ask the histo- 
‘ry of a crumbling wall, and the answer is pretty 
sure to be,Cromwell! ‘That his Highness the 
Lord Protector did leave what an accomplished 
friend of mine calls “his peculiar impressions ” 
upon a great many places in our neighborhood 
is pretty certain; on so many, that there is no 
actual or authentic catalogue of all; and in 
some cases there is nothing but general tradi- 
tion, and the nature of the “impressions” in 





nestion, to'vouch for the fast: of their destruc. 
at that 


Amongst these, one of the edifices that must 
have been best worth p , and is even 
now most interesting to see, is the grand old 
eastellated mansion, which in the reign of 
Elizabeth belonged to one of her favorite cour- 
tiers, and was known as Master Comptroller’s 
House, at Grays. 

The very road to it is singularly interest- 
ing. Passing through the town, which in- 
creases in growth every day, until one wonders 
when and where it will stop, and looking with 
ever fresh admiration at the beautiful lace- 
work window of the old Friary, which I long 
to see preserved in the fitliest manner, by 
forming again the chief ornament of a church, 
and then driving under the arch of the Great 
Western Railway, and feeling the strange vi- 
bration of some monster train — over 
our heads,—a proceeding which never fails to 
make my pony show off his choicest airs and 
pe ricking up his pretty ears, tossii 

is slender head, dancing upon four feet, an 

sometimes rearing upon two,—we arrive at the 
long, low, picturesque old bridge, the oldest of 
all the bridges that cross the Thames, so nar- 
row that no two vehicles can pass at once, and 
that over every pier triangular spaces have 
been devised for the safety of foot passengers. 
On the centre arch is a fisherman’s hut, occu- 
pying the place once filled by a friar’s cell, and 
covering a still existing chapel, dedicated to 
the Virgin Mary, now put to secular uses—a 
dairy or a cellar. 

A little way down the river is one of the 
beautiful islands of the Thames, now a smooth 
and verdant meadow, edged round with old 
willow pollards calmly reflected in the bright, 
clear waters, but giving back in the twelfth 
century a far different scene. Here was fought 
a wager of battle between Robert de Mont- 
ford, appellant, and Henry de Essex, heredita- 
v Standard-bearer of the kings of England, 

efendant, by command, and in the presence of 
Henry the Second. The story is told very 
minutely and graphically by Stowe. Robert 
de Montford at length struck down his adver- 
sary, “ who fell,” says the old historian, “ after 
receiving many wounds ; and the King, at the 
request of several noblemen, his relations, gave 
permission to the monks to inter the body, 
commanding that no further violence should 
be offered to it. The monks took up the van- 
quished knight, and carried him into the ab- 
bey, where he revived. When he recovered 
from his wounds, he was received into the com- 
munity, and assumed the habit of the or- 
der, his lands being forfeited to the King.” 
I have always thought that this story would 
afford excellent scope to some great novelist, 
who might give a fair and accurate picture of 
monastic life, and, indeed, of the monastic or- 
ders, as landlords, neighbors, teachers, priests, 
without any mixture of controversial theology, 
orinventing any predecessors of Luther or Wic- 
liffe. How we should have liked to have heard 
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all about “The Monastery,” about the “ Abbot” 
and Father Eustace, untroubled by Henry 
Warden or John Knox! From the moment 
that they appear, our comfort in the book van- 
e8, just as completely as that of the good 
easy Abbot Boniface himself. ‘There we are 
in the middle of vexed questions, with the 
beautiful pile of Melrose threatening every 
“moment to fall about our ears! 
business now, however, is to get over 
the bridge, which after the excitement of one 
dispute with a pugnacious carrier, and anoth- 
er with a saucy groom, whose caracoling horse 
had well nigh leaped over the parapets on either 
side ; after some backing of other carriages, 
and some danger of being forced back to our 
own, we at last achieve, and enter unscathed, 
“ar? village of Caversham. 
© the left, through a highly ornamented 
lodge, lies the road to the ancient seat of the 
Blounts, another house made famous by Pope, 
where the fair ladies of his love, the sisters 
Martha and Teresa, lived and died. A fine old 
place it is; and a picturesque road leads to it, 
winding through a tract called the Warren, be- 
tween the high chalk-cliffs, clothed with trees 
of all varieties, that for so many miles fence 
in the northern side of the Thames, and the 
lorldy river itself, now concealed by tall elms, 
now open and shining in the full light of the 
summer sun. There is not such a flower bank 
in Oxfordshire as Caversham Warren. 
Our way, however, leads straighton. A few 
miles further, and a turn to the right conducts 


us to one of the grand old village churches, 
which give so much of character to English 


landscape. A large and beautiful pile it is. 
The tower half clothed with ivy, standing with 
its charming vicarage and its pretty vicarage- 
garden on a high eminence, overhanging one 
of the finest bends of the great river. A 
woody lane leads from the church to the bot- 
tom of the chalk-cliff, one side of which stands 
out from the road below, like a promontory, 
surmounted by the laurel hedges and flowery 
arbors of the wre e-garden, and crested by 
a noble cedar of Lebanon. This is Shiplake 
church, famed far and near for its magnificent 
oak carving, and the rich painted glass of its 
windows, collected, long before such adorn- 
ments were fashionable, by the fine taste of 
the late vicar, and therefore filled with the 
very choicest specimens of medieval art, 
chiefly ohtained from the remains of the cel- 
ebrated Abbey of St. Bertin, near St. Omers, 
sacked during the first French Revolution. In 
this church Alfred Tennyson was married. 
Blessings be upon him! I never saw the great 
Poet in my life, but thousands who never may 
have seen him either, but who owe to his po- 
etry the purest and richest intellectual enjoy- 
ment, will echo and re-echo the benison. 

A little way farther, and a turn to the left 
leads to another spot consecrated by genius, 
—Woodcot, where Sir Edward Bulwer Lyt- 
ton passed the earlier years of his married 
life, and wrote several of his most powerful 





novels. I have always thought that the 

of Paul Clifford caught some of its tone from 
that wild and beautiful country, for wild and 
beautiful it is. The terrace in the grounds 
commands a most extensive prospect ; and be- 
neath a clump of trees on the common behind 
the house, is the only spot where on a clear 
day Windsor may be seen on one side, and 
Oxford on the other,—looking almost like the 
domes, and towers, and pinnacles that some- 
times appear in the clouds—a fairy picture 
that the next breeze may waft away! This 
beautiful residence stands se high, that one of 
its former possessors, Admiral Fraser (grand- 
father to that dear friend of mine who is the 
present owner), could discover Woodcot Clump 
from the mast of his own ship at Spithead, a 
distance of sixty miles. 

Wyfold’s Court, another pretty place a little 
farther on, which also belonged once to a most 
dear friend, possesses the finest Wych-elms in 
England. Artists come from far and near to 
paint these stately trees, whose down-drop- 
ping branches and magnificent height are at 
once so graceful and so rich. They are said 
always to indicate ecclesiastical possession, 
but no trace of such dependency is to be found 
in the title-deeds, or in the tenure by which in 
feudal times the lands were held,—that of pre- 
senting. a rose to the King, should he pass by 
a certain road on a May-day. 

And now we approach Rotherfield Grays,— 
its bowery lanes, its wild rugged commons, 
and its vast beech woods, from the edge of 
which projects every here and there a huge 
cherry-iree, looking, in the blossoming spring- 
time, as if carved in ivory, so exquisite is the 
whiteness, casting upon the ferny-turf under- 
neath showers of snowy petals that blanch 
the very ground, and diffusing around an al- 
mond-like odor, that mingles with the spring- 
ing thyme and the flowering gorse, and | 
the very air with heavy balm. 

Exquisite is the pleasantness of these beech 
woods, where the light is green from the 
silky verdure of the young leaves, and where 
the mossy wood-paths are embroidered with 
thousands of flowers, from the earliest violet 
and primrose, the wood-anemone, the wood- 
sorrel, the daffodil, and the wild hyacinth of 
spring, to the wood-vetch, the woodroof, the 
campanulas, and the orchises of summer ;—for 
all the English orchises are here: that which 
so curiously imitates the dead oak leaf, that 
again which imitates the human figure; the 
commonest but most pretty bee orchis, and the 
parallel ones which are called after the spider, 
the frog, and the fly. Strange freak of nature 
this, in a lower order of creation, to mimic her 
own handyworks in a higher!—to mimic even 
our human mimicry !—-for that which is called 
the man orchis is most like the imitation of a 
human figure that a child might cut from col- 
ored paper. 9 strange mimicry! but 
full of variety, full of beauty, full of odor. 
Of all the fragrant blossoms that haunt the 
woods, I know none so exquisite as that night- 
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; from the sober drab-colored 
cr goa with white, which so much re- 
a sea-egg, to those whose deep and 
gorgeous hues would shame the tinting of an 
shell. Truffles, too, are found beneath 
the earth; and above it are deposited huge 
masses of the strange compound called in 
modern geological phrase Agglomerate. Flint 
‘and coral, and gravel, and attrited pebbles enter 
into the combination of this extraordinary natu- 
ral conglomeration, which no steel, however 
hardened, ean separate, and which seems to 
have been imitated very successfully by the 
old builders in their cements and the substances 
used in the filling up of their grandest struc- 
tures, as may be seen in the layers which unite 
the enormous slabs of granite in the Roman 
walls at Silchester, as well as in the works of 
the old monkish architects at mer re, 
Another beauty of this country is to be found 
~~ the fields,—now of the yor amo clover, with 
shining crimson tops, now of the gay and 
brilliant saintfoin (the holy hay), the bright 
pink of whose flowery spikes gives to the 
ground the look of a bed of roses. 

And now we reach the gate that admits us 
down a steep descent to the Rectory-house, 
a large substantial mansion, covered with 
Banksia roses, and finely placed upon a natural 
terrace,—a fertile valley below, and its own 
woods and orchard-trees above. 

My friend the rector, raciest of men, is an 
Oxford divine of the old school ; a ripe scholar ; 
ene who has travelled wide and far, and is 
learned in the tongues, the manners, and the 
literature of many nations; but who is himself 
English to the backbone in person, thought, 

feeling: Orthodox is he, no doubt. No. 
where are church and schools, and parish visit- 
ings, better cared for; but he has a knack of 
attending also to the creature comforts of all 
about him, of calling beef and blankets in aid 
of his precepts, which has a wonderful effect 
in promoting their efficacy. Mansion and 
man are large alike, and alike overflowing with 
hospitality and kindliness. His original and 
= conversation is so joyous and good- 
mmored, the making every body happy is so 
evidently his predominant taste, that the pun- 
gency only adds to the flavor of his talk, and 
never casts a moment’s shade over its sunny 
heartiness. 

Right opposite the Rectory terrace, framed 
like a picture by the rarest and stateliest trees, 
stands the object of my pilgrimage, Grays’ 
Court, a comparatively modern house, erected 
amongst the remains of a vast old ‘castellated 
mansion, belonging first to the noble family of 
Gray, who gave their name not merely to the 
manor, but to the district; then to the house 
of Knollys; and latterly to the Stapletons, 
two venerable ladies of that name being its 


present possessors. 





All my life I had heard of ’ Court ; of 
the rich yet wild country in which it is placed ; 
of the park so finely undulated, and so pro- 
fusely covered by re timber; of the 
huge old towers which seem to guard and 
sentinel the present house ; of the far extended 
walls, whose foundations a yet be traced, in 
dry seasons, among the turf of the lawn; of 
the traditions which assign the demolition of 
those ancient walls to the wars of the Com- 
monwealth; and of the strange absence of all 
documentary evidence upon the subject, 

Another cause for my strong desire to see 
this interesting place, is to be found in its asso- 
ciation with one of those historical personages 
in whom I have always taken the warmest 
interest. Lord Essex (whose mother was the 
famous Lettice Knollys, who had had for her 
second husband another of Queen Elizabeth’s 
favorites, Robert Dudley, Earl of Leicester), 
when confined in London, a prey to the tyranny 
of Elizabeth, petitioned, in one of those elo- 
quent letters to the Virgin Queen which will 
always remain amongst the earliest and finest 
specimens of English prose, to be allowed to 
repair, for the benefit of his health, “to Mas- 
ter Comptroller’s house at Grays.” Ah! we 
ean fancy, when looking over this lovely valley, 
with its woods, its verdure, its sweep of hills, 
its feeling of the near river, we can well fancy 
how the poet-heart of the great Earl must 
have longed to leave the trial, the turmoil, the 
jangling, the treachery, the weary fears, the 
bitter humiliations of his London captivity, and 
to taste once more the sweet air, the pleasant 
sights, the calmness and the quiet of the coun- 
try. Hope and comfort must have come with 
the thought. One of the prettiest pictures 
that I know, is an extract from a contemporary 
letter, in the first volume of Mr. Craik’s most 
interesting book, the “Romance of the Peer- 
age,” an Bo the Earl and Countess, during 
one of the daily visits that she was at one time 
permitted to pay him when he was a prisoner 
in Essex House, walking together in the gar- 
den, “now he, now she, reading one to the 
other.” The whole taste and feeling of the 
man, the daily habit of his life, is shown in this 
little circumstance. And this is the brave sol- 
dier who, when examined before the Privy 
Council, a council composed of open enemies 
and treacherous friends, had been kept nearly 
all the day kneeling at the bottom of the table. 
Tyranny drove him into madness, and then 
exacted the full penalty of the wild acts which 
that madness prompted. But Essex was a 
man in advance of his age; the companion as 
well as the patron of poets; the protector of 
papist and puritan; the fearless asserter of 
liberty of conscience! He deserved a truer 
friend than Bacon, a more merciful judge than 
Elizabeth. 

To the house of Knollys belongs another 
interesting association, that strangest of gene- 
alogical romances, the great case of the 
bury peerage. The cause was decided (if de- 
cided it can be called even now) by evidence 
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found in the parish register of Rotherfield 
othe 
place has yet another attraction in its 
difficulty of access; the excellent ladies of the 
Court admitting few beyond their own imme- 
diate connections and nearest friends. One 
class, to be sure, finds its way there as if b 
instinct—the poor, who, as the birds of the air 
detect the grain under the surface in the newly 
sown ground, are sure to find out the soil where 
charity lies germinating. Few excepting these 
constant visitors are admitted. But, besides 
the powerful introduction of our mutual friend 
the rector, a nephew of theirs, and his most 
sweet and interesting wife, had for some time 
inhabited the house which had been the home 
of my own youth, so that my name was not 
strange to them; and they had the kindness to 
allow me to walk over their beautiful grounds 
and gardens, to see their charming Swiss dairy, 
with its marbles and its china, and, above all, to 
satisfy my curiosity by looking over the towers 
which still remain of the old castle,—piles 
whose prodigious thickness of wall and dis- 
tance from each other give token of the im- 
mense extent and importance of the place. It 
is said to have been built round two courts. 
Alnwick and Windsor rose to my thoughts as 
I contemplated these gigantic remains, and cal- 
culated the that the original edifice must 
have cove One of these towers is still 
occupied by the well of the castle, a well three 
hundred feet deep, which supplies the family 
with water. It will give some idea of the 
seale of the old mansion, to say that the wheel 
by which the water is raised, is twenty-five feet 
in diameter. Two donkeys are employed in 
the operation. One donkey suffices for the 
parallel but much smaller well at Carisbrook, 
where the animal is so accustomed to be put 
in for the mere purpose of exhibiting the way 
in which the water is raised to the visitors who 
go to look at the poor king’s last prison, that 
@ just makes the one turn necessary to show 
the working of the machine, and then stops of 
his own accord. The donkeys at Grays, kept 
for use and not for show, have not had a simi- 
lar opportunity of displaying their sagacity. 
One cannot look at the place without a feel- 
ing of adaptedness. 





STANZAS. 
a not, Nags iam dead, 
'o drop thy foolish tears upon my grave 
To ecto A my fallen head, ‘ 
And vex the unhappy dust thou wouldst not save. 
There let the wind sweep, and the plover cry ; 
But go thou by. 
Child, if it were thine error or thy crime 
I care no longer, being all unbiest ; 
Wed whom thou wilt ; but I am sick of time, 


re to rest. 
Pass on, weak heart, and leave me where I lie. ‘ 
Go by—go by! ALFRED TENNYSON. 


[From Blackwood’s Magazine. } 
MY NOVEL: 

OR, VARIETIES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 
BY PISISTRATUS CAXTON. 
Continued from page 120. 

BOOK II.—CHAPTER VII. 

N spite of all his Machiavellian wisdom, Dr. 

Riccabocca had been foiled in his attempt 
to seduce Leonard Fairfield into his service, 
even though he succeeded in partially winning 
over the widow to his views. For to her he 
represented the worldly advantages of the 
thing. Lenny would learn to be fit for more 
than a day-laborer; he would learn gardening, 
in all its Lianthon'satie some day to be a head 
gardener. “And,” said Riccabocea, “I will 
take care of his book learning, and teach him 
whatever he has a head for.” 

“He has a head for every thing,” said the 
widow. 

“Then,” said the wise man, “every thing 
shall go into it.” 

The widow was certainly dazzled; for, as 
we have seen, she highly prized scholarly dis- 
tinction, and she knew that the parson looked 
upon Riccabocea as a wondrous learned man, 
But still, Riccabocca was said to be a Papist, 
and suspected to be a conjuror. Her scruples 
on both these points, the Italian, who was an 
adept in the art of talking over the fair sex, 
would no doubt have dissipated, if there had 
been any use in it; but 5 put a dead stop 
to all negotiations. He had taken a mortal 
dislike to Riccabocea; he was very much 
frightened by him—and the s les, the 

ipe, the cloak, the long hair, and the red um- 
re and said so sturdily, in reply to every 
overture, “ Pleage, sir, I'd rather not; I'd rath- 
er stay along with mother”—that Riccaboeca 
was forced to suspend all further experiments 
in his Machiavellian diplomacy. He. was not 
at all cast down, however, by his first failure ; 
on the contrary, he was one of those men 
whom opposition stimulates. And what be- 
fore had been but a suggestion of prudence, 
became an object of desire. Plenty of other 
lads might no doubt be had, on ss reasonable 
terms as Lenny Fairfield; but the moment 
Lenny presumed to baffle the Italian’s desi 
upon him, the special acquisition of Lenny 
came of ount importance in the eyes of 
Signor Riccabocca. 

ackeymo, however, lost all his interest in 

the traps, snares, and gins which his master 
proposed to lay for Leonard Fairfield, in the 
more immediate surprise that awaited him on 
learning that Dr. Riccabocea had accepted an 
invitation to pass a few days at the Hall. 

“ There will be no one there but the family,” 
said Riceaboeca. “Poor Giacomo, a little chat 
in the servants’ hall will do you good; and the 
squire’s beef is more nourishing, after all, than 
the sticklebacks and minnows. It will length- 
en your life. 

“The Padrone jests,” said Jackeymo, state- 
lily, “as if any one could starve in his service.” 








“Um,” said Riccabocca. “ At least, faithful 
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friend, you have tried that experiment as far 
popeesth nature will permit ;” and he extend- 
ed his hand to his fellow-exile with that famil- 
which exists between servant and mas- 
_— of the continent. Jackeymo 
a tear fell upon the hand he 


“ Cospeito!” said Dr. Riccabocca, “a thou- 
sand mock pearls do not make up the cost of a 
single true one! The tears of women, we 
know their worth; but the tear of an honest 
man—fie, Giacomo !—at least I can never re- 
pay you this! Go and see to our wardrobe.” 

Bo far as his master’s wardrobe was con- 
cerned, that order was pleasing to Jackeymo ; 
for the Doctor had in his drawers suits which 
Jackeymo pronounced to be as good as new, 
though many a long year had since 
they left the tailor’s hands. But when Jack- 
_ came to examine the state of his own 

othing department, his face grew considera- 
bly longer. It was not that he was without 
other clothes than those on his back—quantity 
was there, but the quality! Mournfully he 
gazed on two suits, complete in the three sep- 
arate aks ee of which wort ee are 
com : the one suit extended at le up- 
on his bed, like a veteran stretched ahs 
hands after death ; the other brought piecemeal 
to the invidious light—the torso placed upon 
a chair, the limbs Engle down a Jackey- 
mo’s melancholy arm. No bodies long ex- 
posed at the Morgue could evince less sign of 
resuscitation than those respectable defuncts. 
For, indeed, Jackeymo had been less thrifty of 
i l—more profusus sui—than his mas- 
the earliest days of their exile, he pre- 


ap 
ter. 
served the decorous habit of dressing for din- 


ner—it was a respect due to the Padrone— 
and that habit had lasted till the two habits 
on which it necessarily depended had evinced 
the first symptoms of decay; then the evening 
clothes had been taken into morning wear, in 
which hard service they had breathed their last. 
The Doctor, notwithstanding his general 
hilosophical abstraction from such household 
tails, had more than once said, rather in pity 
to Jackeymo, than with an eye to that respect- 
ability which the costume of the servant re- 
flects on the dignity of the master, “ Giacomo, 
thou wantest clothes; fit thyself out of mine !” 
And Jackeymo had bowed his gratitude, as 
if the donation had been accepted ; but the fact 
was, that that same fitting out was easier said 
than done. For though—thanks to an exist- 
ence mainly upon sticklebacks and minnows— 
both Jackeymo and Riccabocea at that state 
which the longevity of misers proves to be 
most healthful to the human frame, viz., skin 
and bone—yet, the bones contained in the skin 
of Riccabocea all took longitudinal directions ; 
while those in the skin of Jackeymo spread out 
latitudinally. And you might as well have 
made the bark of a Lombardy poplar serve for 
the trunk of some dwarfed and pollarded oak, 
in whose hollow the Babes of the Wood could 
have slept at their ease, as have fitted out 





Jackeymo from the garb of Riccabocca. More- 
over, if the skill of the tailor could have ae- 
complished that und ing, the faithful 
Jackeymo would never have had the heart to 
avail himself of the generosity of his master. 
He had a sort of religious sentiment too, about 
those vestments of the Padrone. The an- 
cients, we know, when escaping from ship- 
wreck, suspended in the votive temple: the 
garments in which they had struggled through 
the wave. Jackeymo looked on those relics 
of the past with a kindred superstition. “ This 
coat the Padrone wore on such an occasion. I 
remember the very evening the Padrone last 
put on those pantaloons!” And coat and pan- 
taloons were tenderly dusted, and carefully re- 
stored to their sacred rest. 

But now, after all, what was to be done? 
Jackeymo was much too proud to exhibit his 

rson, to the eyes of the Squire’s butler, in 

biliments discreditable to himself and the 
Padrone. In the midst of his perplexity the 
bell owe ee he went down into the parlor. 

Ricca was standing on the hearth, un- 
der his symbolical representation of the “ Pa- 
trie Exul” 

“Giacomo,” quoth he, “I have been think- 
ing that thou hast never done what I told thee, 
and fitted thyself out from my superfluities. 
But we are going now into the great world ; 
visiting once begun, Heaven knows where it 
may stop! Go to the nearest town and get 
thyself clothes. Things are dear in England. 

ill this suffice?” And Riccabocca extended 
a £5 note. 

Jackeymo, we have seen, was more familiar 
with his master than we formal English permit 
our domestics to be with us. But in his 
familiarity he was usually respectful. This 
time, however, respect deserted him. 

“The Padrone is mad!” he exclaimed; “he 
would fling away his whole fortune if I would 
let him. "Five pounds English, or a hundred 
and twenty-six pounds Milanese!* Santa Ma- 
ria! Unnatural Father! And whatis to be- 
come of the poor Signorina? Is this the way 
you are to marry her in the foreign land?” 

“Giacomo,” said Riccabocea, bowing his 
head to the storm, “the Signorina to-morrow ; 
to-day, the honor’ of the house. Thy small- 
clothes, Giacomo. Miserable man, thy small- 
clothes !” 

“It is just,” said Jackeymo, recovering him- 
self, and with humility; “and the Padrone 
does right to blame me, but not in so cruel a 
way. It is just—the Padrone lodges and 
boards me, oul gives me handsome wages, and 
he has a right to expect that I should not go 
in this figure.” 

“For the board and the lodgment, good,” 
said Riccabocca. “For the handsome wages, 
they are the visions of thy fancy !” 

“They are no such thing,” said Jackeymo, 
“ they are only in arrear. As if the Padrone 
onal not pay them some day or other—as if 


shen AY Se poento Retanemn, Ghnarne sees en 
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I was myself by serving a master 
who did not intend ‘0 y his servants! And 
can’t I wait? Have I not my savings, too? 
But be cheered, be cheered; you shall be con- 
tented with me. I have two beautiful suits 
still. Iwas arranging them when you rang 
for me. You shall see, you shall see.” 

And Jackeymo hurried from the room, hur- 
ried back into his own chamber, unlocked a 
little trunk which he kept at his bed head, 
tossed out a variety of small articles, and from 
the deepest depth extracted a leathern purse. 
He emptied the contents on the bed. They 
were chiefly Italian coins, some five-franc 
pieces, a = on medallion inclosing a little 

eof his patron saint—San Giacomo—one 


solid English guinea, and two or three pounds’ | bocca. 


worth in English silver. we put back 
the foreign coins, saying prudently, “One will 
lose on them here;” he seized the English 
coins and counted them out. “But are you 
enough, you rascals ?” quoth he angrily, giving 
them a good shake. His eye caught sight 
of the medallion—he paused ; and after eyeing 
the tiny representation of the saint with great 
deliberation, he added, in a sentence which he 
must have picked up from the proverbial apho- 
risms of his master: 

“ What's the difference between the enemy 
who does not hurt me, and the friend who 
does not serve me? Monsignore San Giaco- 
mo, my patron saint, you are of very little use 
to me in the leathern bag. But if you help 


me to get into a new pair of small-clothes on 
this important occasion, you will be a friend 


indeed. Alla bisogna, eR, e.” Then, 
gravely kissing the medallion, he thrust it into 
one pocket, the coins into the other, made up 
a bundle of the two defunct suits, and, mut- 
tering to himself, “ Beast, miser that I am, to 
disgrace the Padrone, with all these savings in 
his service!” ran down stairs into his pantry, 
caught up his hat and stick, and in a few mo- 
ments more was seen trudging off to the 
neighboring town of L———. 

Apparently the poor Italian succeeded, for 
he came back that evening in time to prepare 
the thin gruel which made his master’s supper, 
with a suit of black—a little threadbare, but 
still highly respectable—two shirt fronts, and 
two white cravats. But, out of all this finery, 
Jackeymo held the small-clothes in especial 
veneration ; for as they had cost exactly what 
the medallion had sold for, so it seemed to 
him that San Giacomo had heard his prayer 
in that quarter to which he had more exclusive- 
ly directed the saint’s attention. The other 
habiliments came to him in the merely human 
process of sale and barter; the small-clothes 
were the personal gratuity of San Giacomo ! 


CHAPTER VIII. 

Lire has been subjected to many ingenious 
comparisons: and if wedo not understand it 
any better, it is not for want of what is called 
“reasoning by illustration.” Amongst other 
resemblances, there are moments when, to a 





quiet contemplator, it suggests the image of 
one of those rotatory entertainments common- 
ly seen in fairs, and known by the name of 
“whirligigs or roundabouts,” in which each 
— of the pastime, seated on his hob- 
y, is always apparently in the act of pursu- 
ing some one before him, while he is pursued 
by some one behind. Man, and woman too, 
are naturally animals of chase; the greatest 
still finds something te follow, and there is no 
one too humble not to be an object of prey to 
another. Thus, confining our view to the 
ee A Hazeldean, we behold in this whirli- 
gig . Riccabocca spurring his hobby after 
mny Fairfield; and Miss Jemima, on her 
decorous side-saddle, whipping after Dr. Ricca- 
Why, with so long and intimate a 
conviction of the villany of our sex, Miss Je- 
mima should resolve upon giving the male 
animal one more chance of redeeming itself in 
her eyes, I leave to the explanation of those 
ntlemen who profess to find “their only 
Books in woman’s looks.” Perhaps it might 
be from the over-tenderness and clemency of 
Miss Jemima’s nature; perhaps it might be 
that, as yet, she had only experienced the vil- 
lany of man born and reared in those cold 
northern climates; and in the land of Petrarch 
and Romeo, of the citron and myrtle, there 
was reason to expect that the native monster 
would be more amenable to gentle influences, 
less obstinately hardened in his iniquities. 
Without entering farther into these hypothe- 
ses, if is sufficient to say, that on iguee Blom 
bocea’s appearance in the drawing-room, at 
Hazeldean, Miss Jemima felt more than ever 
rejoiced that she had relaxed in his favor her 
eneral hostility to man. In truth, o— 
rank saw something quizzical in the old- 
fashioned and outlandish cut of the Italian’s 
sober dress; in his long hair, and the chapeau 
bras, over which he bowed so gracefully, and 
then pressed it, as if to his heart, before tuck- 
ing it under his arm, after the fashion in which 
the gizzard reposes under the wing of a roast- 
ed pullet; yet it was impossible that even 
Frank could deny to Riccabocca that praise 
which is due to the air and manner of an un- 
mistakable gentleman. And certainly as, after 
dinner, conversation grew more familiar, and 
the Parson and Mrs. Dale, who had been invit- 
ed to meet their friend, did their best to draw 
him out, his talk, though sometimes a little 
too wise for his listeners, became eminently 
animated and agreeable. It was the conversa- 
tion of a man who, besides the knowledge 
which is acquired from books and life, had 
studied the art which becomes a gentleman— 
that of pleasing in polite society. Ricecabocea, 
however, had more than this art—he had one 
which is often less innocent—the art of pene- 
— into the weak side of his associates, 
and of saying the exact thing which hits it 
plump in the middle, with the careless air of a 
random shot. 
The result was, that all were charmed with 
him; and that even Captain Barnabas post- 








poned the whist-table for a full hour after the 
The Doctor did not play—he thus 
rty of the two ladies, Miss 

Jemima and Dale. 
| Seated between the two, in the place right- 
fully a ining to Flimsey, who this time 
was fairly dislodged, to her great wonder and 
discontent, the Doctor was the emblem of true 
Domestic Felicity, placed between Friendship 
and Love. 

Friendship, as became her, worked quietly at 
the embroidered pocket-handkerchief, and left 
Love to its more animated operations. “ You 
must be very lonely at the Casino,” said Love, 
in a sympathizing tone. 

“ Madam,” replied Riccabocea, gallantly, “I 
shall think so when I leave you.” 

Friendship cast a sly glance at Love—Love 
blushed or looked down on the carpet, which 
comes to the same thing. “ Yet,” began Love 

in—* yet solitude, to a feeling heart—” 

Riceabocca thought of the note of invita- 
tion, and involuntarily buttoned his coat, as if 
to protect the individual organ thus alarmingly 
referred to. 

“ Solitude, to a feeling heart, has its charms. 
It is so hard even for us, poor ignorant women, 
to find a congenial companion—but for you !” 
Love stopped short, as if it had said too much, 
and smelt confusedly at its boquet. 

Dr. Riccabocca cautiously lowered his spec- 
tacles, and darted one glance, which, with the 
eof and comprehensiveness of lightning, 
seemed to envelope and take in it, as it were, 
the whole inventory of Miss Jemima’s person- 
al attractions. Now, Miss Jemima, as I have 
before observed, had a mild and pensive expres- 
sion of countenance, and she would have ta 
oe pretty had the mildness looked a 

ittle more alert, and the pensiveness some- 
what less lackadaisical. In fact, though Miss 
Jemima was constitutionally mild, she was not 
de natura pensive; she had too much of the 
Hazeldean blood in her veins for that sullen 
and viscid humor called melancholy, and there- 
fore this assumption of pensiveness really spoilt 
her character of features, which only wanted to 
be lighted up by a cheerful smile to be extreme- 
ly prepossessing. The same remark might ap- 
ply to the figure, which—thanks to the same 
pensiveness — lost all the undulating grace 
which movement and animation bestow on the 
fluent curves of the feminine form. The fig- 
ure was a good figure, examined in detail—a lit- 
tle thin, perhaps, but by no means emaciated— 
with just and elegant proportions, and naturally 
light and flexible. But that same unfortunate 
pensiveness gave the whole a character of in- 
ertness and languor; and when Miss Jemima 
reclined on the sofa,so complete seemed the 
relaxation of nerve and muscle, that you would 
have thought she had lost the use of her limbs. 
Over her face and form, thus defrauded of the 
charms Providence had bestowed on them, Dr. 
Riccabocea’s eye glanced rapidly; and then 
moving nearer to Mrs. Dale—* Defend me” (he 
stopped a moment, and added,) “from the 





charge of not being able to appreciate conge- 
nial comp:nionship.” 

“Oh, I did not say that!” cried Miss Je- 
mina. 

“Pardon me,” said the Italian, “if I am so 
dull as to misunderstand you. One may well 
lose one’s head, at least, in such a neighbor- 
hood as this.” He rose as he spoke, and bent 
over Frank’s shoulder to examine some Views 
of Italy, which Miss Jemima (with what, if 
wholly unselfish, would have been an attention 
truly delicate) had extracted from the library in 
order to gratify the guest. 

“ Most interesting creature, indeed,” sighed 
Miss Jemima, “ but too—too flattering !” 

* Tell me,” said Mrs. Dale gravely, “do you 
think, love, that you could put off the end of 
the world a little longer, or must we make 
haste in order to be in time ?” 

“ How wicked you are !” said Miss Jemima, 
turning aside. 

Some few minutes afterwards, Mrs. Dale 
contrived it so that Dr. Riccabocca and herself 
were in a farther corner of the room, looking 
at a picture said to be by Wouvermans. 

Mrs. Dale—* She is very amiable, Jemima, 
is she not ?” 

Riccabocca.—* Exceedingly so. Very fine 
battle-piece !” 

Mrs. Dale.—* So kind-hearted.” 

Riccabocca.—* All ladies are. How natu- 
rally that warrior makes his desperate cut at 
the runaway !” 

Mrs. Dale.—* She is not what is called reg- 
ularly handsome, but she has something very 
winning.” 

Ri with a smile—*So winning, 
that it is strange she is not won. That y 
mare in the foreground stands out very boldly! 

Mrs. Dale, distrusting the smile of Rieca- 
bocea, and throwing in a more effective grape 
charge.—* Not won yet; and it is strange !— 
she will have a very pretty fortune.” 

Riccabocca.—* Ah !” 

Mrs. Dale.—* Six thousand pounds, I dare 
say—certainly four.” 

Riccabocca, suppressing a sigh, and with his 
wonted address.—* If Mrs. Dale were still sin- 
gle, she would never need a friend to say what 
her portion might be; but Miss Jemima is so 
good that I am quite sure it is not Miss Jemi- 
—— that she is still—Miss Jemima re 

e foreigner sli away as he spoke, 
and sat himself dave bocide "he whist-play- 
ers, 

Mrs. Dale was disappointed, but certainly 
not offended.—* It would be such a good thing 
for both,” muttered she, almost inaudibly. 

“ Giacomo,” said Riccabocca, as he was un- 
dressing, that night, in the large, comfortable, 
well-carpeted English bedroom, with that great 
English four-posted bed in the recess which 
seems made to shame folks out of single-bles- 
sedness—“ Giacomo, I have had this evening 
the offer of probably six thousand pounds— 
certainly of four thousand.” 

“ Cosa meravigliosa !” exclaimed Jackeymo 
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“miraculous thing!” and he crossed him- 
self with great fervor. “Six thousand pounds 
! why, that must be a h thou- 

sand—blockhead that I am !—more than a hun- 
dred and fifty thousand pounds Milanese !” 
And Jackeymo, who was considerably enli- 
vened by the Squire’s ale, commenced a series 
of gesticulations and capers, in the midst of 
which he stopped and cried, “But not for 
nothing ?” 

“ Nothing! no!” 

“These mercenary English !—the Govern- 
ment wants to bribe you. 

« That’s not it.” 

*'The priests want you to turn heretic.” 

* Worse than that,” said the philosopher. 

“ Worse than that! O Padrone ! for shame!” 

“ Don’t be a fool, but pull off my pantaloons 
—they want me never to wear these again !” 
~ “Never to wear what!” exclaimed Jackey- 
mo, staring outright at his master’s long legs 
in their linen drawers—* never to wear—” 
“The breeches,” said Riccabocca, laconi- 


«The barbarians!” faltered Jackeymo. 

“ My nightcap !—and never to have any com- 
fortin this,” said Riccabocca, drawing the cotton 
head-gear ; “and never to have any sound oo 
in that,’ pointing to the four-posted 3 
* And to be a bondsmen and a slave,” contin- 
ued Riceabocea, waxing wroth; “ and to be 
wheedled and purred at, and pawed, and 
clawed, and scolded, and fondled, and blinded, 
and deafened, and bridled, and saddled—be- 
devilled and—married.” 

“ Married!” said Jackeymo, more dispas- 
sionately —“ that’s very bad, certainly; but 
more than a hundred and fifty thousand lire, 
and perhaps a pretty young lady, and—” 

“Pretty young lady!” growled Riccabocea, 
jumping into bed and drawing the clothes 
fiercely over him. “Put out the candle, and 
get along with you—do, you villainous old in- 
cendiary !” 

CHAPTER IX. 

Ir was not many days since the resurrection 
of those ill-omened stocks, and it was evident 
already to an ordinary observer, that some- 
thing wrong had got into the village. The 

ts wore a sullen expression of counte- 
nance ; when the Squire passed, they took off 
their hats with more than ordinary formality, 
but they did not return the same broad smile 
to his quick, hearty “Good day, my man.” 
The women peered at him from the threshold 
or the casement, but did not, as was their wont 
(at least the wont of the prettiest), take occa- 
sion to come out to catch his passing compli- 
ment on their own good looks, or their tidy 
eottages. And the children, who used to play 
after work on the site of the old stocks, now 
shunned the place, and, indeed, seemed to 
cease play altogether. , 

On'the other hand, no man likes to build,-or 
rebuild, a great public work for nothing. Now 
that the Squire had resuscitated the stocks, 





and made them so exceedingly handsome, it 
was atunsh fhubdepralieuhd: wich toxqusaiatsios 
body into them. Moreover, his pride and self- 
esteem had been wounded by the Parson’s op- 
position; and it would be a justification to his 
own forethought, and a triumph over the Par- 
son’s understanding, if he could satisfactorily 
and practically establish a proof that the 
stocks had not been repaired before they were 
wanted. 

Therefcre, unconsciously to himself, there 
was something about the Squire more burly, 
and authoritative, and menacing, than hereto- 
fore. Old Gaffer Solomons observed, “ that 
they had better moind well what they were 
about, for that the Squire had a wicked look 
in the tail of his eye—just as the dun bull had 
afore it tossed neighbor Barnes’s little boy.” 

For two or three days these mute om of 
something brewing in the atmosphere had been 
rather noticeable than noticed, without am 
positive overt act of tyranny on the one hand, 
or rebellion on the other. But on the very 
wre night in which Dr. Riccabocea was 
installed in the four-posted bed in the chintz 
chamber, the threatened revolution commenced. 
In the dead of that night, personal — 
was committed on the stocks. And on the 
Sunday morning, Mr. Stirn, who was the ear- 
liest riser in the parish, perceived, in going to 
the — tat the knob of tho edie 
that flanked the board had been feloniously 
broken off; that the four holes were bunged 
up with mud; and that some jacobinical vil- 
lain had carved, on the very centre of the 
flourish or scroll work, “Dam the stoks!” 
Mr. Stirn was much too vigilant a right-hand 
man, much too zealous a friend of law and or- 
der, not to regard such pr ings with hor- 
ror and alarm. And when the Squire came 
into his dressing-room at half-past seven, his 
butler (who fulfilled also the duties of valet) 
informed him with a mysterious air, that Mr. 
Stirn had something “very particular to com- 
municate, about a most howdacious midnight 
’spiracy and ’sault.” 

The Squire stared, and bade Mr. Stirn be 
admitted. 

“Well!” cried the Squire, suspending the 
operation of stropping his razor. 

Mr. Stirn groan 

* Well, man, what now !” 

“TI never knowed such a thing in this here 
parish afore,” began Mr. Stirn, “ and I can on- 
ly ’count for it by s’posing that them foreign 
- senrend have been semminating”— 

“ Been what ?” 

“ Semminating”— 

“ Dissemminating, you blockhead—dissem- 
inating what ?” 

“ Damn the stocks,” began Mr. Stirn, plung- 
ing right in medias res,and by a fine use of 
one of the noblest figures of rhetoric. 

“ Mr. Stirn!” cried the Squire, reddening, 
“did you say ‘Damn the stocks ?—damn my 
new handsome pair of stocks !” 

“Lord forbid, sir; that’s what they say: 
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that’s what have on it with knives 
and oa Sop ne cent mud in its 
four holes, and broken the capital of the ele- 
wation.” 

The Squire took the napkin off his shoul- 
der, laid down strop and razor; he seated 
himself in his arm-chair majestically, crossed 
his legs, and, in a voice that affected tranquil- 
lity, said— 

“Compose yourself, Stirn; you have a de- 
position to make, touching an assault upon— 
can I trust my senses — my new stocks. 
Compose yourself—be . NOW! What 
the devil is come to the parish ?” 

“ Ah, sir, what indeed ?” replied Mr. Stirn: 
and then laying the forefinger of the right hand 
on the palm of the left, he narrated the case. 

* whom do you suspect? Be calm 
now, don’t speak in a passion. You are a wit- 
ness, sir—a dispassionate, unprejudiced wit- 
ness. Zounds and fury! this is the most in- 
solent, unprovoked, diabolical—but whom do 
you suspect, I say ?” 

Stirn twirled his hat, elevated his eyebrows, 
jerked his thumb over his shoulder, and whis- 
pered—“ I hear as how two Papishers slept at 
your honor’s last night.” 

“ What, dolt! do you suppose Dr. Rickey- 
bockey got out of his warm bed to bung up 
the holes in my new stocks ?” 

“Noa; he’s two cunning to do it himself, 
but he may have been semminating. He’s 
mighty thick with Parson Dale, and your hon- 
or knows as how the Parson set his face agin 
the stocks. Wait a bit, sir—don’t fly at me 
yet. There be a boy in this here parish ”— 

“A boy!—ah fool, now you are nearer the 
mark. e Parson write ‘ Damn the stocks,’ 
indeed! What boy do you mean?” 

“And that boy be cockered up much by 
Mister Dale; and the Papishers went and sat 
with him and his mother a whole hour t’other 
day ; and that boy is as deep as a well; and I 
seed him lurking about the place, and hiding 
hisself -under the tree the day the stocks was 
put —— that ere boy is Lenny Fairfield.” 

“ Whew,” said the Squire, whistling, “you 
have not your usual senses about you to- 
day, man. Lenny Fairfield—pattern boy of 
the village. Hold your tongue. I dare say 
it is not done by any one in the parish, af- 
ter all; some good-for-nothing vagrant—that 
eursed tinker, who goes about with a very vi- 
cious ma by the way,I caught 
picking thistles out of the very eyes of the old 
stocks! Shows how the tinker brings up his 
donkeys! Well; keep a sharp look-out. To- 
day is Sunday ; worst day of the week, I'm 
sorry and ashamed to say, for rows and depre- 
dations. Between the services, and after even- 
ing church, there are always idle fellows from 
all the neighboring country about, as you know 
too well. Depend on it, the real culprits will 
be found gathering round the stocks, and will 
betray themselves: have your eyes, ears, and 
wits about you, and I’ve no doubt we shall 
come to the rights of the matter before the 





day’s out. And if we do,” added the Squire, 
“ we'll make an example of the ruffian!” 

“In course,” said Stirn; “and if we don’t 
find him, we must make an example all the 
same. That’s where it is, sir. That's why the 
stock’s ben’t respected : they has not had an ex- 
ample yet—we wants an example.” 

“On my word, I believe that’s very true; and 
the firstidle fellow you catch in any thing wrong 
we'll clap in, and keep him there for two hours 
at —_ 

“ With the biggest pleasure, your honor— 
that’s what it is.” ~ “ 

And Mr. Stirn, having now got what he con- 
sidered a complete and unconditional authority 
over all the legs and wrists of Hazeldean parish, 
quoad the stocks, took his departure. 


CHAPTER X. 

“ RanpAt,” said Mrs. Leslie, on this memora- 
ble Sunday—“ Randal, do you think of going 
to Mr. Hazeldean’s ?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” answered Randal. “ Mr. 
Egerton does not object to it; and as I do 
not return to Eaton, I may have no other op- 
portunity of seeing Frank for some time. I 
ought not to fail in respect to Mr. Egerton’s 
natural heir!” 

“ Gracious me!” cried Mrs. Leslie, who, like 
many women of her cast and kind, had a sort 
of worldliness in her notions, which she never 
evinced in her conduct—* gracious me!—na- 
tural heir to the old Leslie property !” 

* He is Mr. Egerton’s nephew, and,” added 
Randal, ingenuously letting out his thoughts, 
“Tam no relation to Mr. Egerton at all.” 

“ But,” said poor Mrs. Leslie, with tears in 
her eyes, “it would be a shame in the man, 
after paying tow schooling and sending you 
to Oxford, and having you to stay with him in 
the holidays, if he did not mean any thing by 
it.” 

“ Any thing, mother—yes.—but not the thing 
you suppose. No matter. It is enough that 
he has armed me for life, and I shall use the 
weapons as seems to me best.” 

ere the dialogue was suspended, by the 
entrance of the other members of the family, 
for church. 

“Tt can’t be time for church! No! it can’t!” 
exclaimed Mrs. Leslie. She was never in time 
for any thing. 

“Last bell ringing,” said Mr. Leslie, who, 
though aslow man, was methodical and pune- 
tual. Mrs. Leslie made a frantic rush at the 
door, the Montfydget blood being now in a 
blaze—whirled up the stairs—gained her room, 
tore her best bonnet from the peg, snatched 
her newest shawl from the drawers, crushed 
the bonnet on her head, flung the shawl on 
her shoulders, thrust a desperate pin into its 
folds, in order to conceal a buttonless yawn 
in the body of her gown, and then flew back 
like a whirlwind. eanwhile the family were 
already out of doors, in waiting; and just as 
the bell ceased, the procession moved from the 
shabby house to the dilapidated church. 





MY NOVEL: OR, VARIETIES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 





The church was a one, but the con- 
nm was small, so was the income 
of the Parson. It was a lay rectory, and the 
mag tithes had belonged to the Leslies, but 

ey had been long since sold. The vi 
still in their gift, might be worth a little more 
than £100 a year. The present incumbent had 
nothing else to live _ He was a good 
man, and not originally a stupid one; but 
peony and the anxious cares for wife and 

ily, combined with what may be called soli- 
tary confinement for the cultivated mind, when, 
amidst the a creatures round, it sees 
no other cultivated mind with which it can ex- 
an extra-parochial thought- -had lulled 
him into a lazy mournfulness, which at times 
was very like imbecility. His income allowed 
him to do no good to the — whether in 
work, trade, or charity; and thus he had no 
moral weight with the parishioners beyond the 
example of his sinless life and such negative 
effect as might be produced by his slumberous 
exhortations. Therefore his parishioners trou- 
bled him very little ; and but for the influenee 
which in hours of Montfydget activity, Mrs. 
Leslie exercised over the most tractable—that 
is, the children and the aged—not half-a-dozen 
rsons would have known or cared whether 

e shut up his church or not. 

But our family were seated in state in their 
old seignorial pew, and Mr. Dumdrum, with a 
nasal twang, went lugubriously through the 
prayers ; and the old people who could sin no 


more, and the children who had not yet learned 

to sin, croaked forth responses that might 

have come from the choral frogs in Aristo- 
es. And there was along sermon a. 


to nothing which could possibly interest the 
con neta in fact, some controver- 
sial Say. which Mr. Dumdrum had composed 
and preached years before. And when this 
discourse was over, there was a loud univer- 
sal grunt, as if*of release and thanksgiving, 
and a great clatter of shoes—and the old hob- 
bled, and the young scrambled, to the church 
door. 

Immediately after church, the Leslie family 
dined; and, as soon as dinner was over, Ran- 
dal set out on his foot journey to Hazeldean 
Hall. 

Delicate and even feeble though his frame, 
he had the energy and quickness of movement 
which belongs to nervous temperaments ; and 
he tasked the slow stride of a peasant, whom 
he took to serve him as a guide for the first 
two or three miles. Though Randal had not 
the gracious open manner with the poor which 
Frank inherited from his father, he was still 
(despite many a secret hypocritical vice, at 
war with the character of a gentleman) gen- 
tleman enough to have no churlish pride to 
his inferiors. He talked little, but he suffered 
his guide to talk; and the boor, who was the 
same whom Frank had accosted, indulged in 
eulogistic comments on that young gentle- 
man’s pony, from which he diverged into some 
compliments on the young gentleman himself. 





Randal drew his hat over his brows. There 
is a wonderful tact and fine in your 
agricultural peasant ; and though Tom Stowell 
was but a brutish specimen of the class, he sud- 
denly perceived that he was giving pain. He 
paused, scratched his head, and glancing affec- 
tionately towards his companion, exclaimed— 

“ But I shall live to see you on a handsomer 
beastis than that little pony, Master Randal; 
and sure I ought, for you be as good a gentle- 
man as any in the land.” 

“Thank you,” said Randal. “But I like 
walking better than riding—I am more used 
to it. 

“ Well, and you walk bra’ly—there ben’t a 
better walker in the county. And very pleasant 
it is walking ; and ’tis a pretty country afore 
you, all the way to the Hall.” 

dal strode on, as if impatient of these 
attempts to flatter or to soothe; and, comi 
at length into a broader lane, said—*“I thi 
I can find my way now. Many thanks to you, 
Tom;” and he forced a shilling into Tom’s 
horny palm. The man took it reluctantly, and 
a tear started to his eye. He felt more grate- 
ful for that shilling than he had for Frank’s 
liberal half-crown; and he thought of the poor 
fallen family, and forgot his own dire wrestle 
= the — at his door. 

e sta ingering in the lane till the fi 

of Randal was out of sight, and then setataed 
slowly. Young Leslie continued to walk on 
at a quick pace. With all his intellectual cul- 
ture, and his restless aspirations, his breast 
afforded him no thought so generous, no sen- 
timent so poetic, as those with which the un- 
lettered clown crept slouchingly homeward. 

As Randal gained a point where several 
lanes met on a broad piece of waste land, he 
began to feel tired, and his step slackened. 
Just then a gig emerged from one of these by- 
roads, and took the same direction as the 
pedestrian. The road was rough and hilly, 
and the driver proceeded at a foot’s-pace ; so 
that the gig and the pedestrian went pretty 
well abreast. 

“ You seem tired, sir,” said the driver, a stout 
young farmer of the higher class of tenants, 
and he looked down compassionately on the 
boy’s pale countenance and weary stride. 
“Perhaps we are going the same way, and I 
can give you a lift? 

It was Randal’s habitual policy to make use 
of every advantage proffered to him, and he 
accepted the proposal frankly enough to please 
the honest farmer. 

“ A nice day, sir,” said the*latter, as Randal 
sat by his side. “Have you come far?” 

“From Rood Hall.” 

“Oh, you be young Squire Leslie,” said the 
farmer, more respectfully, and lifting his hat. 

“ Yes, my name is Leslie. You know Rood, 
then ?” 

“I was brought up on your father’s land, 
sir. You may have heard of Farmer Bruce?” 

Randal.—* I remember, when I was a little 
boy, a Mr. Bruce, who rented, I believe, the 
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pase om of our land, and who used to 

us cakes when he called to see my father. 

is a relation of yours?” 

_ Farmer Bruce.—“ He was my uncle. He 

is dead now, poor man.” 

. Randal.—* Dead! Iam grieved to hear it. 

He was very kind to us children. But it is 
since he left my father’s farm.” 

‘armer Bruce, apologetically.—* I am sure 
he was very sorry to go. But, you see, he 
had an unexpected legacy ——” 

Randal.— And retired from business ?” 

Farmer Bruce.—“No. But, having capital, 
he could afford to pay a good rent for a real 
good farm.” 

Randal, bitterly.—“ All capital seems to fly 
from the lands of Rood. And whose farm did 
he take ?” 

Farmer Bruce.—“ He took Hawleigh, under 
Squire Hazeldean. I rent it now. We've laid 
out a power 0’ money on it. But I don’t com- 
plain. It pays well. 

Randal.—* Would the money have paid as 
well, sunk on my father’s land ? 

Farmer Bruce.—* Perhaps it mi 
long run. But then, sir, we wanted new Se 
mises—barns, and cattle-sheds, and a deal 
more—which the landlord should do; but it 
is not every landlord as can afford that. 
Squire Hazeldean’s a rich man.” - 

Randal.—* Ay!” 

The road now became pretty good, and the 
farmer put his horse into a brisk trot. 

“ But which way be you going, sir? I 
don’t care for a few miles more or less, if I 
can be of service.” 

“I am going to Hazeldean,” said Randal, 
rousing himself from a reverie. “Don’t let 
me take you out of your way.” 

“Oh, Hawleigh Farm is on the other side 
of the village, so it be quite my way, sir.” 

The farmer then, who was reall 


t, in the 


a smart 
young fellow—one of that race which the ap- 
plication of capital to land has produced, and 
which, in point of education and refinement, 
are at least on a par with the squires of a 
former generation—began to talk about his 
handsome horse, about horses in general, about 
hunting and coursing; he handled all these 
subjects with spirit, yet with modesty. Ran- 
dal pulled his hat. still lower down over his 
brows, and did not interrupt him till past the 
Casino, when, struck by the classic air of the 
place, and catching a scent from the orange- 
trees, the boy asked abruptly—* Whose house 
is that ?” 

“Qh, it belongs to Squire Hazeldean, but it 
is let or lent to a foreign Mounseer. They 
say he is quite the gentleman, but uncom- 
monly poor.” 

“ Poor,” said Randal, turning back to gaze 
on the trim garden, the neat terrace, the pretty 
belvidere, and (the door of the house being 
open) catching a glimpse of the painted hall 
within—* poor; the p seems well kept. 
What do you call poor, Mr. Bruce?” 


The farmer laughed. “ Well, that’s a home | himself. 





question, sir. But I believe the Mounseer is 
se we as a man can be who makes no debts 
does not actually starve.” 

“As poor as my father?” asked Randal; 
openly and abruptly. 

“ Lord, sir! your father be a very rich mah 
compared to him.” 

Randal continued to gaze, and his mind’s 
eye conjured up the contrast of his slovenly, 

by home, with all its neglected — 
nances! No trim garden at Rood , no 
scent from odorous orange blossoms. Here 
poverty at least was elegant—there, how squa- 
lid! He did not comprehend at how cheap a 
rate the luxury of the Beautiful can be effect- 
ed. They now approached the extremity of 
the Squire’s park pales! and Randal, seeing a 
little gate, bade the farmer stop his gig, and 
descended. The boy plunged amid the thick 
oak groves; the farmer went his way blithely, 
and his mellow merry whistle came to Randal’s 
moody ear as he glided quick under the shad- 
ow of the trees. 

He arrived at the Hall, to find that all the 
family were at church; and, according to the 
patriarchal custom, the church-going family 
embraced nearly all the servants. It was 
therefore an old invalid housemaid who opened 
the door to him. She was rather deaf, and 
seemed so stupid that Randal did not ask 
leave to enter and wait for Frank’s return. 
He therefore said briefly that he would just 
stroll on the lawn, and call again when church 
was over. 

The old woman stared, and strove to hear 
him ; meanwhile Randal turned round abrupt- 
ly, and sauntered towards the garden side of 
the handsome old house. 


There was enough to attract any eye in the 


smooth greensward of the spacious lawn—in 
the numerous parterres of varying flowers—in 
the venerable grandeur of the two mighty ce- 
dars, which threw their still sfladows over the 
grass—and in the picturesque building, with 
its projecting muilions and heavy gables; yet 
I fear that it was with no poet’s nor painter's 
eye that this young old man gazed on the 
scene before him. 

He beheld the evidence of wealth—and the 
= of wealth jaundiced his soul. 

olding his arms on his breast, he stood a 
while, looking all around him with closed lips 
and lowering brow; then he walked slowly 
on, his eyes fixed on the ground, and muttered 
to himself. 

“The heir to this property is little better 
than a dunce; and they tell me I have talents 
and learning, and I have taken to my heart the 
maxim, ‘ Knowledge is power.’ And yet, with 
all my struggles, will knowledge ever place 
me on the same level as that on which this 
dunce ig born? I don’t wonder that the poor 
should hate the rich. But of all the poor, who 
should hate the rich like the pauper gentle- 
man? I suppose Audley Egerton means me 
to come into Parliament, and be a Tory like 

i . What! keep things as they are! 
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‘No; for me not even Democracy, unless there 
‘first come Revolution. I understand the ery 
of a Marat—‘ More blood!’ Marat had lived 
as a poor man, and cultivated seience—in the 
tof a prince’s 4 
e turned sharply round, and glared vindie- 
tively on the poor old hall, which, though a 
very comfortable habitation, was certainly no 
; and with his arms still folded on his 
he walked backwards, as if not to lose 
the view, nor the chain of ideas it conjured up. 
“ But,” he continued to soliloquize—* but of 
revolution there is no chance. Yet the same 
wit and will that would thrive in revolutions 
should thrive in this commonplace life. Know- 
ledge is power. Well, then, shall I have no 
power to oust this blockhead? Oust him— 
what from? His father’s halls? Well, but if 
he were dead, who would be the heir of Ha- 
zeldean? Have I not heard my mother say 
that I am as near in blood to this Squire as 
any one, if he had no children? h, but 
the boy’s life is worth ten of mine! Oust 
him from what? At least from the thoughts 
of his uncle Egerton —an uncle who has 
mever even seen him! That, at least, is 
more feasible. ‘Make my way in life,’ say- 
est thou, Audley Egerton? Ay—and to the 
fortune thou hast robbed from my ancestors. 
Simulation—simulation. Lord Bacon allows 
simulation. Lord Bacon practised it—and—” 
Here the soliloquy came to a sudden end ; 
for as, rapt in his thoughts, the boy had con- 
tinued to walk backwards, he had come to the 
verge where the lawn slided off into the ditch 
of the ha-ha—and, just as he was eet 
himself by the precept and practice of my 
Bacon, the ground went from under him, and 
a into the ditch went Randal Leslie! 
t so happened that the Squire, whose active 


genius was always at some repair or — 


rove- 
ment, had been but a few days before widening 
and sloping off the ditch just in that part, so 
that the earth was fresh and damp, and not yet 
either turfed or flattened down. Thus when 
Randal, recovering his first surprise and shock, 
rose to his feet, he found his clothes covered 
with mud; while the rudeness of the fall was 
evinced by the fantastic and extraordinary a) 

— of his hat, which, hollowed here, 

Iging there, and crushed out of all recogni- 
tion generally, was as little like the hat of a 
decorous hard-reading young gentleman—pro- 
tegé of the dignified Mr. Audley Egerton—as 
any hat picked out of a kennel after some 
drunken brawl] possibly could be. 

Randal was dizzy, and stunned, and bruised, 
and it was some moments before he took heed 
of his raiment. When he did so, his spleen 
was greatly pen He was stil! boy 
enough not to like the idea of presenting him- 
self to the unknown Squire, and the dandy 
Frank, in such a trim: he resolved at once to 
regain the lane and return home, without ac- 
complishing the object of his journey; and 
seeing the footpath right before him, which 
led to a gate that he conceived would admit 


,. 





him into the highway sooner than the path by 
which he had come, he took it at once. " 

It is surprising how little we human crea- 
tures heed the warnings of our good genius. 
Ihave no doubt that some benignant power 
had precipitated Randal Leslie into the ditch, 
as a significant hint of the fate of all who 
choose what is, now-a-days, by no means an 
uncommon step in the march of intellect—viz,, 
the walking backwards, in order to gratify a 
vindictive view of one’s neighbor’s property! 
I suspect that, before this century is out, many 
a fine fellow will thus have found his ha-ha, 
and scrambled out of the ditch with a much 
shabbier coat than he had on when he fell into 
it. But Randal did not thank his _— genius 
for giving him a ———- tumble ;—and I 
never yet knew a man who did! 

CHAPTER XI. 

Tue Squire was greatly ruffled at breakfast 
that morning. He was too much of an E 
lishman to bear insult patiently, and he consi 
ered that he had been personally insulted in 
the outrage offered to his recent donation to 
the parish. His feelings, too, were hurt, as 
well as his pride. There was something so 
ungrateful in the whole thing, just after he had 
taken so much pains, not only in the resusci- 
tation, but the embellishment of the stocks. 
It was not, however, so rare an occurrence for 
the Squire to be ruffled, as to create any re- 
mark. Riccabocca, indeed, as a stranger, and 
Mrs. Hazeldean, as a wife, had the quick tact 
to perceive that the host was glum and the 
husband snappish ; but the one was too dis- 
creet and the other too sensible, to chafe the 
new sore, whatever it might be; and shortl 
after breakfast the Squire retired into his 
study, and absented himself from morning ser- 


vice. 

In his delightful Life of Oliver Goldsmith, 
Mr. Foster takes care to touch our hearts by 
introducing his hero’s excuse for not enteri 
the priesthood. He did not feel himself go 
enough. Thy Vicar of Wakefield, poor Gold- 
smith, was an excellent substitute for thee; 
and Dr. Primrose, xt least, will be good enough 
for the world until Miss Jemima’s fears are 
realized. Now, Squire Hazeldean had a ten- 
derness of conscience much less reasonable 
than Goldsmith’s. There were occasionally 
days in which he did not feel good enough— 
I don’t say for a priest, but even for one of the 
congregation—“ days in which (said the Squire 
in his own blunt way), as I have never in my 
life met a worse devil than a devil of a tem- 

r, ll not carry mine into the family pew. : 

e shan’t be growling out hypocritical re- 
sponses from my poor grandmother’s prayer- 
book.” So the Squire and his demon stayed 
at home. But the demon was generally cast 
out before the day was over; and, on this oc- 
casion, when the bell rang for afternoon ser- 
vice, it may be presumed that the Squire had 
reasoned or fretted himself into a proper state 
of mind; for he was then seen sallying forth 








was (as is commonly the case, 

iets) more numerously attended 

rst one ; it was our Parson’s 
devote to this service his most effec- 


a very fair scholar, had 
theology nor the archeological 
inguish the risi ion 


nice formalities in the rubric, he would never 
have been the man to divide a co i 
puzzle a bishop. Neither was Pa 
very erudite in ecclesiastical architecture. He 
did not much care whether all the details in 
the church were purely gothic or not: crockets 
and finials, tal arch and pointed arch, were 
matters, I fear, on which he had never troubled 
his head. But one secret Parson Dale did 
which is perhaps of equal importance 
with those subtler mysteries—he knew how to 
fill his church! Even at morning service no 
pews were empty, and at evening service the 
chureh overflowed. 

Parson Dale, too, may be considered, now-a- 
days, to hold but a mean idea of the spiritual 
authority of the Church. He had never been 
known to dispute on its exact bearing with 
the State—whether it was incorporated with 


the State, or above the State—whether it was 
antecedent to the Papacy, or formed from the 


Papacy, &c., &c. According to his favorite 
maxim, Quieta non movere (not to disturb 
things that are quiet), I have no doubt that he 
would have thought that the less discussion is 
ao upon such matters, the better for 
th church and laity. Nor had he ever been 
known to regret the disuse of the ancient 
custom of excommunication, nor any other 
diminution of the powers of the priesthood, 
whether minatory or militant; yet for all this, 
Parson Dale had a great notion of the sacred 
privilege of a minister of the gospel—to advise 
—to deter—to persuade—to reprove. And it 
was for the evening service that he prepared 
those sermons, which may be called “ sermons 
that preach at you.” He preferred the evening 
for that salutary discipline, not only because 
the congregation was more numerous, but also 
use, —— shrewd man in his own inno- 
cent way, he knew that people bear better to 
be preached at after dinner than before; that 
you arrive more insinuatingly at the heart when 
the stomach is at peace. ere was a genial 
kindness in Parson Dale’s way of preac at 
you. It was done in so imperceptible er 
a manner, that you never felt offended. He 
did it, too, with so much art, that nobody but 
your own guilty self knew that you were the 
sinner he was exhorting. Yet he did not spare 
rich nor poor: he preached at the Squire, and 
that great fat farmer, Mr. Bullock the church- 
warden, as boldly as at Hodge the ploughman, 
and Scrub the lets As for Mr. Stirn, he 


hag ge ibe a 


|had preached 
one in the parish: but Stirn, had 
the sense to know it, never had to 
reform. There was, too, in Parson ’s ser- 
mons, something of that boldness of illusira- 
tion which would have been scholarly if he 
had not made it familiar, and which is found in 
the discourses of our elder divines. Like 
them, he did not scruple, now and then, to in- 
troduce an anecdote from history, or borrow an 
allusion from some non-scriptural author, in 
order to enliven the attention of his audience, 
or render an argument more plain. And the 
od man had an object in this, a little distinet 
‘om, though wholly subordinate to the main 
urpose of his discourse. He was a friend to 
owledge—but to knowledge accompanied 
by religion ; and sometimes his references to 
sources not within the ordinary ing of his 
congregation would spirit up some farmer’s 
son, with an evening’s leisure on his hands, to 
ask the Parson for farther explanation, and so 
he lured on to a little solid or graceful instruc- 
tion under a safe guide. 

Now on the present occasion, the Parson, 
who had always his eye and heart on his flock, 
and who had seen with great grief the realiza- 
tion of his fears at the revival of the stocks ; 
seen that a spirit of discontent was already at 
work amongst the peasants, and that magiste- 
rial and inquisitorial designs were darkening 
the natural benevolence of the Squire; seen, 
in short, the signs of a breach between classes, 
and the precursors of the ever inflammable 
feud between the rich and the poor, meditated 
nothing less than a great Political Sermon—a 
sermon that should extract from the roots of 
social truths a healing virtue for the wound 
that lay sore, but latent, in the breast of his 
parish of Hazledean : 

And thus ran— 

The Political Sermon of Parson Dale. 


CHAPTER Xi. 


“ For every man shall bear his own burden.” 
Galatians, c. vi., v. 5. 


“ BRETHREN, every man has his burden. If 
God designed our lives to end at the grave, 
may we not believe that he would have freed 
an existence so brief from the cares and sor- 
rows to which, since the beginning of the 
world, mankind has been subjected? Suppose 
that I am a kind father, and have a child whom 
I dearly love, but I know by a divine revelation 
that he will die at the age of eight years, sure- 
ly I should not vex his infancy by needless 
preparations for the duties of life. If I ama 
rich man, I should not send him from the ca- 
resses of his mother to the stern discipline of 
school. If 1 am a poor man, I should not take 
him with me to hedge and dig, to scorch in the 
sun, to freeze in the winter’s cold: why inflict 
hardships on his childhood, for the purpose of 
fitting him for manhood, when I know that he 
is doomed not to grow into man? But if, on 
the other hand, I sabes my child is reserved 





for a more durable existence, then should I 
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mot, out of the very love I bear to him, pre- 
pare his childhood for the ie of life, ac- 
cording to that station in which he is born, 
many a toil, many a pain to the infant, 
r to rear and strengthen him for his 
duties as man? So is it with our Father that 
is in heaven. Viewing this life as our infancy, 
and the next as our spiritual maturity, where, 
‘in the ages to come, he may show the exceed- 
ing riches of his grace,’ it is in his tenderness, 
as in his wisdom, to permit the toil and the 
in which, in tasking the powers and develop- 
ing the virtues of the soul, prepare it for the 
earnest of our inheritance, the ‘ redemption of 
the purchased possession.’ Hence it is that 
every man has his burden. Brethren, if you 
believe that God is good, yea, but as tender 
a» a human father, you will know that your 
troubles in life are a proof that you are reared 
for an eternity. But each man thinks his own 
burden the hardest to bear: the poor man 
groans under his poverty, the rich man under 
the cares that multiply with wealth. For, so 
far from wealth freeing us from trouble, all the 
wise men who have written in all ages, have 
repeated with one voice the words of the 
wisest, ‘When goods increase, they are in- 
creased that eat them; and what good is there 
to the owners thereof, saving the beholding of 
them with their eyes? And this is literally 
true, my brethren; for, let a man be as rich as 
was the great King Solomon himself, unless 
he lock up all his gold in a chest, it must go 
abroad to be divided amongst others; yea, 
though, like Solomon, he make him great works 
—though he build houses and plant vineyards, | 
and make him gardens and orchards—still the | 
gold that he spends feeds but the mouths he 
employs; and Solomon himself could not eat 
with a better relish than the poorest mason 
who builded the house, or the humblest laborer 
who planted the vineyard. Therefore, ‘when 
goods increase, they are increased that eat 
them.’ And this, my brethren, may teach us 
toleration and compassion for the rich. We 
share their riches whether they will or not; 
we do not share their cares. The profane 
history of our own country tells us that a 
princess, destined to be the greatest queen that 
ever sat on this throne, envied the milk-maid 
singing; and a profane poet, whose wisdom 
was only less than that of the inspired writers, 
represents the man who by force and wit had 
risen to be a king, sighing for the sleep vouch- 
safed to the meanest of his subjects—all bear- 
ing out the words of the son of David— The 
sleep of the laboring man is sweet, whether he 
eat little or much; but the abundance of the 
rich will not suffer him to sleep.’ 

“Amongst my brethren now present, there 
is doubtless some one who has been poor, and 
by honest industry has made himself compar- 
atively rich. Let his heart answer me while 
I speak : are not the chief cares that now dis- 
turb him to be found in the goods he hath ac- 
quired {—has he not both vexations to his spirit 
and trials to his virtue, which he knew not 





when he went forth to his labor, and took no 
heed of the morrow! But it is right, my 
brethren, that to every station there should be 
its care—to every man his burden; for if the 
r did not sometimes so far feel poverty to 
a burden as to desire to better their condi- 
tion, and (to use the language of the world) 
‘seek to rise in life, their most valuable en- 
ergies would never be aroused; and we should 
not witness that spectacle, which is so common 
in the land we live in—namely, the successful 
struggle of manly labor against adverse for- 
tune—a struggle in which the triumph of one 
gives hope to thousands. It is said that neces- 
sity is the mother of invention; and the social 
blessings which are now as common to us as 
air and sunshine, have come from that law 
of our nature which makes us aspire towards 
indefinite improvement, enriches each succes- 
sive generation by the labors of the last, and, in 
free countries, often lifts the child of the la- 
borer to a place amongst the rulers of the land. 
Nay, if necessity is the mother of invention, 
paey is the creator of the arts. Ifthere had 
1 no poverty, and no sense of poverty, where 
would have been that which we call the wealth 
of a country? Subtract from civilization all 
that has been produced by the poor, and what 
remains ?—the state of the savage. Where 
you now see laborer and prince, you would see 
equality indeed—the equality of wild men. 
No; not even equality ere; for there, brute 
force becomes lordship, and woe to the weak! 
Where you now see some in frieze, some in 
purple, you would see nakedness in all. Where 
stand the palace and the cot, you would behold 
but mud huts and caves. As far as the peas- 
ant excels the king among savages, so far does 
the society exalted and enriched by the strug- 
les of labor excel the state in which Poverty 
eels no disparity, and Toil sighs for no ease. 
On the other hand, if the rich were perfectly 
contented with their wealth, their hearts would 
become hardened in the sensual enjoyments it 
procures. It is that feeling, by Divine Wisdom 
implanted in the soul, that there is vanity and 
vexation of spirit in the things of Mammon, 
which still leaves the rich man sensitive to the 
instincts of heaven, and teaches him to seek for 
happiness in those elevated virtues to which 
wealth invites him—namely, protection to the 
lowly and beneficence to the distressed. 

“ And this, my brethren, leads me to another 
view of the vast subject opened to us by the 
words of the apostle—‘ Every man shall bear 
his own burden.’ The worldly conditions of 
life are unequal. Why are they ——— Oo 
my brethren, do you not perceive? Think you 
that, if ithad been better for our spiritual pro- 
bation that there should be neither t nor 
lowly, rich nor poor, Providence would not so 
have ordered the dispensations of the world, and 
so, by its mysterious but merciful agencies, 
have influenced the framework and foundations 
of society? But if, from the remotest period 
of human annals, and in all the numberless 
experiments of government which the wit of 








mg i Why 
the shes of duty and 
the of virtues. For if all men were 
equal, if were no suffering and iio ease, 
no. and no wealth, would you not 
sweep with one blow the half at least of hu- 
man virtues from the world? If there were 
no and no pain, what would become of 
fortitude ‘—what of patience —what of resig- 
nation? If there were no greatness and no 
Wealth, what would become of benevolence, of 

, of the blessed human pity, of temper- 
ance in the midst of luxury, of justice in the 
exercise of power? Carry the question fur- 
ther; grant all conditions the same—no reverse, 
no rise and no enetbarsrin 2 to hope for, no- 
thing to fear—what a moral death you would 
at once inflict upon all the energies of the soul, 
and what a link between the heart of man and 
the Providence of God would be snapped 
asunder! If we could annihilate evil, we 
should annihilate hope; and hope, my breth- 
ten, is the avenue to faith. If there be ‘a time 
to weep, and a time to laugh, it is that he who 
mourns may turn to eternity for comfort, and 
he who rejoices may bless God for the happy 
hour. Ah! my brethren, were it possible to 
annihilate the inequalities of human life, it 
would be the banishment of our worthiest 
virtues, the torpor of our spiritual natures, the 


as well ask why life 


palsy of our mental faculties. The moral 
we like the world without us, derives its 
health and its beauty from diversity and con- 
trast. 

««Every man shall bear his own burden.’ 
True; but now turn to an earlier verse in the 
same chapter. ‘Bear ye one another’s bur- 


dens, and so fulfil the law of Christ.’ Yes; 
while Heaven ordains to each his peculiar suf- 
fering, it connects the family of man into one 
household, by that feeling which, more perhaps 
than any other, distinguishes us from the brute 
creation—I mean the feeling to which we give 
the name of sympathy—the feeling for each 
other! The herd of Soo shun the stag that 
is»marked by the gunner; the flock heedeth 
not the sheep that creeps into the shade to die ; 
but man has sorrow and joy not in himself 
alone, but in the joy and sorrow of those 
around him. He who feels only for himself, 
abjures his very nature as man; for do we 
not say of one who has no tenderness for 
mankind that he is inhuman? and do we not 
call him who sorrows with the sorrowful, hu- 
mane A. ‘ 

“Now, brethren, that which especi 
marked the divine mission of our Lark is the 
direct appeal to this sympathy which distin- 
guishes us from the brute. He seizes not upon 
seme faculty of genius given but to few, but 
as that ready impulse ‘of heart which is 


to us all; and in saying, ‘ Love one an- 
Other? ‘Bear ye one another’s. burdens, he 








wounded man that fell among the thiev 
vi 


— by on the other side. t priest mig 
e been austere in his doctrine, that Le’ 
might have learned in the law; but nei- 
ther to the learning of the Levite, nor to the 
doctrine of the priest, does our Saviour even 
ign to allude. He cites but the action of 
the Samaritan, and saith te the lawyer, ‘ Which 
now of these three, thinkest thou, was neigh- 
bor unto him that fell among the thieves? 
And he said, He that showed mercy unto him. 
Then said Jesus unto him, Go, and do thou 
likewise.’ 

“O shallowness of human judgments! It 
was enough to be born a Samaritan in order 
to be rejected by the priest, and despised by 
the Levite. Yet now, what to us the priest 
and the Levite, of God’s chosen race tho 
they were? They passed from the hearts of 
men when they —_ the sufferer by the way- 
side; while this loathed Samaritan, half thrust 
from the = of the Hebrew, becomes of our 
family, of our kindred; a brother amongst the 
brotherhood of Love, so long as Mercy and 
Affliction shall meet in the common thorough- 
fare of Life! 

“ «Bear ye one another’s burdens, and so 
fulfil the law of Christ! Think not,O my 
brethren, that this applies only to almsgiving— 
to that relief of distress which is commonly 
called charity—to the obvious duty of devoting, 
from our superfluities, something that we 
scarcely miss, to the wants of a starving bro- 
ther.. No. Iappeal to the poorest amongst ye, 
if the worst burdens are those of the body—if 
the kind word and the tender thought have not 
often lightened your hearts more than bread 
bestowed with a grudge, and charity that hum- 
bles you by a frown. Sympathy is a benefi- 
cence at the command of us all,—yea, of the 
pauper as of the king; and sympathy is Christ’s 
wealth. Sympathy is brotherhood. The rich 
are told to have charity for the poor, and the 
poor are enjoined to respect their superiors. 
Good: I say not to the contrary. But I say 
also to the poor, ‘ In your turn have charity for 
the rich ; and I say to the rich, ‘ In your turn 

the poor, 

“¢ Bear ye one another’s burdens, and so ful- 
fil the law of Christ.’ Thou, O poor man, envy 
not nor grudge thy brother his larger portion 
of worldly goods. Believe that he hath his 
sorrows and crosses like thyself, and perhaps, 
as more delicately nurtured, he feels them 
more; nay, hath he not temptations so great 
that our Lord hath exclaimed—t How hardly 
they that have riches enter into the kingdom of 
heaven? And what are temptations but trials? 
—what are trials but perils and sorrows? 
Think not that you cannot bestow your cha- 
rity on the rich man, even while you take your 
sustenance from his hands. A heathen writer, 





GLEANINGS FROM THE JOURNALS. 


285 





often cited by the earliest preachers of the gos- 
hath truly said—t Wherever there is room 
or a man, there is place for a benefit.’ 

“ And I ask any rich brother amongst you, 

when he hath gone forth to survey his 
and his granaries, his gardens and orchards, if 
suddenly, in the vain pride of his heart, he sees 
the scowl on the brow of the laborer—if he 
deems himself hated in the midst of his wealth 
— if he feels that his least faults are treasured 
up against him with the hardness of malice, 
and his plainest benefits received with the in- 
gratitude of envy—lI ask, I say, any rich man, 
whether straightway all pleasure in his worldly 
possessions does not fade from his heart, and 
whether he does not feel what a wealth of 
ladness it is in the power of the poor man to 
stow! For all these things of Mammon 
pass away; but there is in the smile of him 
whom we have served, a something that we 
may take with us into heaven. If, then, ye 
bear one another’s burdens, they who are poor 
will have mercy on the errors, and compassion 
for the griefs of the rich. To all men it was 
said—yes, to the Lazarus as to the Dives— 
‘ Judge not, that ye be not judged.’ But think 
not, O rich man, that we preach only to the 
poor. If it be their duty not to grudge thee 
thy substance, it is thine to do all that may 
sweeten their labor. Remember, that when 
our Lord said, ‘How hardly shall they that 
have riches enter into the kingdom of heaven,’ 
he replied also to them who asked, ‘ Who then 
shall be saved?” ‘The things which are im- 
possible with men are possible with God:’ that 
is, man left to his own temptations would fail ; 
but strengthened by God, he shall be saved. 
If thy riches are the tests of thy trial, so may 
they also be the instruments of thy virtues. 
Prove by thy riches that thou art compassionate 
and tender, temperate and benign; and thy 
riches themselves may become the evidence at 
once of thy faith and of thy works. 

“ We have constantly on our lips the simple 
recept, ‘Do unto others as ye would be done 
y. Why do we fail so often in the practice ? 

Because we neglect to cultivate that symPpaTHY 
which nature implants as an instinct, and the 
Saviour exaltsasacommand. If thou wouldst 
do unto thy neighbor as thou wouldst be done 
by, ponder well how thy neighbor will — 
the action thou art about to do to him. Put 
thyself into his place. If thou art strong, and 
he is weak, descend from thy strength, and 
enter into his weakness ; lay aside thy burden 
for the while, and buckle on his own; let thy 
sight see as through his eyes—thy heart beat 
as in his bosom. Do this, and thou wilt often 
confess that what had seemed just to thy pow- 
er will seem harsh to his weakness. For ‘as 
a zealous man hath not done his duty, when 
he calls his brother drunkard and beast,’* even 
so an administrator of the law mistakes his ob- 
ject if he writes on the grand column of society, 
only warnings that irritate the bold, and terrify 
the timid: and a man will be no more in love 


* Jeremy TayLor—Of Christian Prudence. 





with law than with virtue, ‘if he be forced to 
it with rudeness and incivilities’ If, then, ye 
would bear the burden of the lowly, O ye great 
—feel not only for them, but with! Watch that 
your pride does not chafe them—your power 
does fot wantonly gall. Your worldly inferior 
is of the class from which the apostles were 
chosen—amidst which the Lord of Creation 
descended from a throne above the seraphs.” 

The Parson here paused a moment, and his 
eye glanced towards the pew near the pulpit, 
where sat the magnate of Hazeldean. The 
Squire was leaning his chin thoughtfully on his 
hand, his brow inclined y nem and the nat- 
ural _— of his complexion much heightened. 

* But”—resumed the Parson softly, without 
turning to his book, and rather as if prompted 
by the suggestion of the moment—“ But he 
who has cultivated sympathy commits not these 
errors, or, if committing them, hastens to re- 
tract. So natural is sympathy to the good 
man, that he obeys it mechanically when he 
suffers his heart to be the monitor of his con- 
science. In this sympathy behold the bond 
between rich and poor! By this sympathy, 
whatever our varying worldly lots, they become 
what they were meant to be—exercises for the 
virtues more peculiar to each; and thus, if in 
the body each man bear his own burden, yet in 
the fellowship of the soul all have common 
relief in bearing the burdens of each other. This 
is the law of Christ—fulfil it, O my flock!” 

Here the Parson closed his sermon, and the 
congregation bowed their heads. 


Gleanings from the 3onrnals. 
Dr. Turnsutt says in the Medical Gazette, 
“It has struck me that, if we could discover any 


substance which could be so applied as to con- 
tract the iris, one cause of the effect of shortsight- 
edness would be remedied. The result, I am hap- 
y to say, has been most satisfactory. In the 
first instance I applied the extract of ginger, 
which was rubbed five or ten times over the whole 
forehead, with the view of acting u the fifth 
pair of nerves. Afterwards I substituted a con- 
centrated tincture, of the strength of one part of 
ginger to two parts of spirits of wine, decolorated 
by animal charcoal. In numerous cases this ap- 
plication has almost doubled the vision.” 


Mr. Geonce CrurcsHank has presided over a 
temperance meeting at Bristol. He maintained in 
his address that if Shaks e were alive now, he 
would be of their society | “ In ‘ Othello, there was 
the character of a man, one Iago, who, set- 
ting himself to work the ruin of another, begins by 
making him drunk, and when it is first offered to 
him the answer is, ‘Not to-night, good Iago. I 
have very poor and unhappy brains for drinking. 
I could well wish courtesy would invent some 
other custom of entertainment.’ They would re- 
echo that wish, he was sure ; courtesy might in- 
vent a better custom of entertainment than that 
of > og FR mys | We observe that the 
meeting gave three cheers for “The Bottle.” 
A s er to modern engravings would no 
doubt consider this in the last degree inconsistent. 
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We find in the London papers accounts of a 
Copying Electric Telegraph, invented by a Mr. | 
ewell, who had given lectures upon it at the 
Russell Institution. Its object is the transmission 
of the handwriting of correspondents. Its ad- 
vantages are, Santen from error, as the 
transmitted are fac-similes of the originals: au- 
thentication of the communications by the trans- 
mission of copies of the handwriting ; increased 
rapidity, to such an extent that a single wire may 
be as effective as ten with the needle telegraph, 
and uent economy in the construction of 
telegraphic lines of communication. The secrecy 
of correspondence would also be maintained in a 
ter ee by the copying tel as it 
in cipher, and the telegraph clerks, instead 
of being compelled by their duties to. read all the 
messages transmitted, might be forbidden from 
perusing any portion but the address, As an ad- 
ditional means of secrecy, the messages may be 
transmitted invisibly, by moistening the 


per 
with diluted muriatic acid alone, the erriting beng has 





rendered legible by a solution of prussiate of potass. 


Tue “ original Mrs, ” was @ respecta- 
ble old lady (says Notes and Queries), living at 
Sidmouth, in Devonshire. Her co was on 
the beach, and during an awful storm (November, 
1824, when some fifty or sixty ships were wrecked 
at Plymouth) the sea rose to such a height as 
every now and then to invade the old lady’s 

lace of domicile; in fact, almost every wave 
ed in at the door. Mrs. Partington, with such 
help as she could command, with mops and 
brooms, as fast as the water entered the house, 
mo; it out again; until at length the waves 
oe paced or the dame was compelled to 
retire to an upper story of the house. The first 
allusion to the circumstance was made by Lord 
Brougham in his celebrated speech in the House 
of Commons on the Reform Bill, in which he com- 
yr the Conservative opposition to the bill to be 
ike the opposition of “Dame Partington, who 
poe Cin to mop out the waves of the Atlantic.” 
Ir is stated that the Neapolitan Government 
granted a sum of twenty thousand ducats 
for continuing the excavations at Pompeii. 








Ladies’ Fashions for Sauuary. 
fontange of ribbon is frequently placed at the edge 


hee evening costumes of the present season are 
characterized by profuse trimming. The skirts 
of the newest dresses, excepting those composed 
of very rich materials, are all very fully trimmed. 
Corsages, whether high or low, are ornamented 
in some way or other. Flounces, employed to 
trim the skirts of ball dresses, are made some- 
what fuller than heretofore. Even lace flounces, 
which used to be set on plain, are now gathered 
up in slight fulness, To add still more to the ap- 
eae of amplitude in dresses trimmed with 
ace, some dressmakers edge the skirts with a fon- 
tange of ribbon. With ball dresses of transparent 
textures, trimmed with flounces of the same, this 





of the slip worn under the dress. Tulle dresses 
are now fashionable for ball costume. Some 
pretty organdy muslins, intended for very young 
ladies, have just been introduced. These dresses 
should be made with two jupes, simply edged with 
a broad hem. 

Cloth is adopted for morning walking dresses, 
redingote form, open down the front, and embroid- 
ered in arabesque pattern, in silk braid and 
other trimming; the sleeves are worked at bot- 
tom, and open, to admit underneath cambric or 
muslin sleeves tight at the wrist; the body is 
embroidered to match the skirts. With this red- 
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ingote is worn a pardessus of the same cloth, 
embroidered in front and at bottom with braiding 
of from two to two and a half inches wide. 

The more showy dresses, and a little décolletées, 
are square in front (Louis XV. style), the body 
pointed, the skirt plain, and but few flounces. The 
colors are sombre and plain; the materials are 
velvet, satin, damask, watered, antique, and 
some plaids, for the theatres and for half dress. 
These dresses are always worn with open sleeves, 
trimmed with engageantes. 

Short velvet cloaks, richiy embroidered either in 
satin stitch, silk braid, or gimp, are in vogue, the 
preferred colors being burnt-bread and black. 
Short velvet cloaks, of the paletot shape, half 
tight, trimmed with lace, embroidered entirely in 
satin stitch, and with narrow braiding, are also 
worn. 

On mantelets of silk, entirely embroidered vel- 
vet ribbon is worn; or stamped velvet flowers, 
upon the stuff, produce a very pleasing effect. 

e braid used for the arabesque pattern is com- 
monly plain, or has only a thick cord, and is from 
half to three quarters of an inch wide. Walking 
boots, entirely of leather, are the most fashionable. 

In the [lustrations which we give this month : 

I. Isa Cap of Alencon lace, with flat bows of 
ribbon, and lappets of the same. 





IL. A Bonnet of pink satin, covered with cut 
black velvet. A trimming of black lace encircles 
the crown. The bonnet may be lined either with 
pink satin or with black velvet; and the under 
trimming consists of small pink flowers. Strings 
of = satin ribbon. 

Il. Engageantes of India muslin, with two 
rows of Mechlin lace, one above the other. 

IV. Velvet mantelet, with arabesque in silk 
braiding, a quarter of an inch wide, and satin 
stitch, slightly fitting to the waist; wide sleeves, 
and entirely embroi 

V. (See the group of figures upon the following 


.) 

P°tL) Evening Costume for a Bride, back view— 
The headdress a wreath of white roses, mingled 
with orange-blossom. Back hair in 
twists, in the style called neudd Apollon. Across 
the forehead may be worn a narrow bandeau of 
pearls or diamonds. Dress of white crape over 
white satin ; front of the skirt with bouquets of the 
same flowers as those in the wreath. The corsage 
has a berthe of folds of white tulle. The sleeves 
slightly full, and ornamented on the shoulder with 
epaulettes of tulle. Necklace, a single row of 
— (IL) Costume for an Evening Party— 

38 of brocade, the ground a dark violet color, 
with large bouquets of flowers in a variety of hues. 
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A sortie de bal of cerulean blue satin, edged with is sloped somewhat lower in front. The front of 
a broad band of velvet of the same color, on which | the cor: is trimmed with rows of lace set on 
a braid is disposed in a zigzag pattern. The’ horizontally. On the neck im worn a chemisette 
headdress of loops of narrow blue velvet ribbon ; of lace. The sleeves are finished at the ends with 
fixed on each side of the head. (IIL) Bride’s dress | a full trimming of white satin ribbon. The under- 
suited to the Nuptial Ceremony.—Robe of white | sleeves are loose at the ends, and are edged with 
rutin ; the skirt ornamented with side trimmings, | two rows of lace. On each arm a bracelet of 
consisting each of a row of lace, headed by a| gold, one of the serpent pattern,and the other fast- 
fronce of white satin ribbon. This trimming is set | ened bya cameo snap. Bridal wreath of orange- 

on spirally up each side of the skirt, and is at-| blossom and jasmin. A very large veil of tulle 
tached at intervals by small bows of white satin illusion is fixed under the wreath instead of being 
ribbon. The corsage is half high at the back, and | thrown over it, as is sometimes customary. 





